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TWILIGHT 


BEFORE  the  vising  and  the  setting  of  the  sun 
comes  twilight.  In  the  eerie  atmosphere  of 
dusk  the  contours  of  things  are  uncertain, 
the  landscape  hazy- — the  roads  not  well  defined. 

Hist'Oiy  has  its  periods  of  twilight.  Nations  then 
wonder  if  they  are  walking  into  the  rising  sun  or 
the  coining  night.  Are  we  not  now  in  one  of  these 
periods?  The  war— the  most  destructive  and  cruel 
war  of  history— is  over.  In  vain  is  humanity 
struggling  to  find  the  formula  of  a  lasting  peace. 
Dusk  has  set  in  over  the  world.  Nations  do  not 
seem  to  find  their  way.  Unrest  is  universal.  The 
search  for  the  security  of  some  leads  to  the 
insecurity  of  all.  The  agonizing  problem  upper- 
most in  the  mind  of  every  thinking  man  is  to 
know  the  meaning  of  this  prevailing  twilight.  Are 
we  moving  into  an  era  of  prolonged  nig'ht,  or  are 
Ave  walking  to  meet  the  rising  sun? 

Two  ideologies  today  dominate  the  world.  One 
has  its  centre  of  gravitation  in  the  Vatican,  the 
other  in  the  Kremlin.  Catholic  Rome  and  Com- 
munistic Moscow  are  the  two  poles  around  Which 
today  move  the  nations.  These  two  ideologies,  which 
represent  a  way  of  life,  are  irreconcilable.  One 
considers  man  as  a  chattel  in  the  hands  of  the 
State.  The  State  is  omnipotent.  The  freedom  of 
the  individual  is  sacrificed  to  its  materialistic 
ambitions.  The  other  stands  for  the  four  free- 
doms of  the  Atlantic  Charter.  The  State  exists  not 
for  itself  but  for  the  happiness  of  the  individual. 
One  is  based  on  a  purely  materialistic  concept  of 
man;  the  other  on  a  spiritual.  One  is  Christian; 
the  other  militantly  anti-Christian. 

The  battle  is  now  throughout  the  world.  It  is 
a  battle  to  the  finish.  Communism  is  well  organized 
and  appeals  to  the  lower  instincts  of  man.  Its  fifth 


column  is  filtering  its  way  into  the  most  con- 
servative organizations.  But  it  is  in  the  labour 
ranks  it  is  most  to  be  feared.  The  unthinking 
masses  are  often  an  easy  prey  to  new  ideologies. 
They  see  only  the  material  benefit  without  grasp- 
ing where  the  acceptance  may  lead. 

As  we  walk  in  the  present  twilight  the  words 
of  Isaias  come  to  our  minds:  "Watchman,  what 
of  the  night?  The  watchman  said:  the  morning 
cometh,  also  the  night;  if  you  seek,  seek,  return, 
come."  (Is.  xxi,  11-12.)  Will  the  prevailing  dusk 
melt  into  the  darkness  of  night  or  usher  in  a 
new  dawn?  The  feeling  of  every  thinking  Catholic 
is  one  of  fear  mingled  with  hope.  Confronted  as 
we  are  with  the  ever  over-reaching  power  of 
Russia  and  the  possibility  of  atomic-bomb  war- 
fare, who  Avould  be  without  fear?  War  is,  we  know, 
one  of  the  scourges  with  which  God  punishes  a 
sinful  world.  The  nations  want  to  get  along  with- 
out God  and  God  leaves  them  to  their  own  de- 
vices. The  war  has  made  a  shambles  of  Europe 
and  who  Avould  say  that  Europe,  like  the  Prodigal 
Son,  is  coming  back  to  God? 

The  war  of  nerves  we  hear  so  much  about  is  but 
the  expression  of  the  fear  that  has  gripped  the 
heart  of  nations.  With  the  total  disregard  of  prin- 
ciples that  now  prevails  in  Russian  circles,  one  does 
not  know  what  to  expect.  Russia  is  out  for  world 
conquest.  Her  official  documents  are  but  the  blue- 
prints of  her  plans.  God  help  our  poor  world  if 
ever  these  plans  are  one  day  translated  into  reality ! 
What  is  now  happening  to  the  Church  in  Catholic 
countries  behind  the  "iron  curtain"  gives  us  some 
idea  of  what  we  can  expect. 

We  are  indeed  walking  amid  an  "encircling 
gloom."  Maybe  the  Church  is  destined  to  see  an 
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ci'a  of  persecatioii.  Yet  Faith,  that  evidence  of 
things  unseen,  allows  us  to  penetrate  the  coming 
darkness.  The  promises  of  Christ  to  Hi-s  Church 
are  the  silver  lining  which  gives  us  confidence  of 
a  coming  dawn.  Wlien  ?  That  is  God's  ■secret.  Our 
duty  i^  to  wage  battle  again>st  the  powers  of  dark- 
ness and  to  hope,  work  and  pray  for  a  better 
day.  That  day  will  come.  Our  Faith  tells  us  so. 


THINK  THIS  OVER 

Recently  a  nuniber  of  papers  carried  the  story 
of  an  American  mother  of  13  children  who  saved 
enough  nickels  and  dimes  to  educate  a  priest. 
Through  the  Benedictine  Sisters  in  the  little 
Missouri  town,  the  money  was  sent  to  tlie  Pon- 
tifical German-Hungarian  College  in  Rome.  Soon 
a  letter  wats  received  from  the  Vice-Rector  of  the 
College  saying  that  a  former  army  officer  named 
Aloysius  Stepinac  had  been  selected  to  benefit  by 
the  unexpected  gift. 

Yes,  it  was  the  same  Archbishop  Stepinac  now 
world-famous  as  the  victim  of  ujijust  persecution 
by  the  enemies  of  God  and  the  Church.  The  zealous 
little  woman  of  ^Missouri,  patiently  accumulating 
the  dimes  and  nickels  that  were  to  prepare  a  priest 
for  God's  Altar,  never  thought  she  was  beinu' 
instrumental  in  forming  the  destiny  of  one  Avhose 
name  would  go  down  in  historj^  a«  a  symbol  of 
courageous  resistance  again.st  the  powers  of  evil  in 
high  places. 

•  You,  too,  can  be  God's  instrument  in  pi'eparing 
a  priest  for  the  Altar  by  contributing  generously 
to  the  annual  Seminary  Collection  for  the  Edu- 
cation of  Priests  or,  if  circumstances  allow,  by 
defraying  the  total  exi)enses  of  a  priest's  education. 
Would  it  not  be  a  joy  through  life  and  for  all 
eternity  to  know  that  through  your  generous  ■sacri- 
fice some  young  man  would  become  a  ''priest 
forever  "—perhaps  a  bishop  or  archbishop  famous 
for  his  championship  of  the  Faith— maybe,  even, 
a  martyr  of  Christ ! 


"Of  all  the  troubles  great  and  small. 

The  greatest  are  those  that  don't  happen  at  all." 
*    *  # 

"Tho  kindness  W€  mean  to  show  loniorrow 
cures  no  heartaches  today." 
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AD  MULTOS  ANNOS 


The  Most  Reverend  B.  I.  AVebster. 
Auxiliai-j-  Bishop  of  Toronto 


To  His  Excellency,  the  newly-consecrated 
Auxiliary  Bishop  of  Toronto,  we  offer  heartfelt 
congratulations  and  sincere  good  wishes  on  his 
elevation  to  episcopal  dignity.  We  wish  also  to 
assure  him  of  our  prayers  that  his  work  for  Gotl 
and  the  Church  in  the  new  sphere  of  service  now 
Oldened  up  to  him  may  receive  Heaven's  choicest 

The  Sisters  of  Service. 


PRAISE  OTHERS 

"AVe  meet  with  good  people,"  writes  Father 
Elliott,  "who  rai-ely  see  anything  to  praise  ex- 
cept when  looking  at  themselves;  or  maybe  (and 
these  are  pious  creatiu-es)  they  are  afraid  to 
praise  peoi)le  lest  they  puff  them  up  with  vanity. 
How  different  was  the  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles. 
His  epistles  are  full  of  praise,  aud  sucii  terms  as 
"my  dearest,'  and  'my  beloved,'  'my  joy  and  my 
crown'  are  met  Avith  everywhere.  He  is  extrava- 
gant with  his  praise ;  so  some  of  us  would  think. 
Neither  should  we  fail  to  give  praise  for  fear 
of  cauvsiug  vanity.  I  had  rather  sxu'feit  a  poor 
man  than  starve  him.  The  vainglory  left  after 
praise  is  like  shiny  soap  on  one's  face  after  wash- 
ing— better  than  dirt  anyway." 


SUCCESS 

Success  and  suffering  are  vitally  and  or- 
ganically linked.  If  you  succeed  without  suffering 
it  is  because  someone  else  has  .suffered  before 
you;  if  you  suffer  without  success,  it  is  that 
someone  else  may  succeed  after  you. 

Dr.  Edward  Judson. 


THE  LOVE  .\ND  H.\TK  BY  OTHEK.S   SHOWN,  AKK  Ul  I    IHK  ECHOES  OF  OUR  OWX. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


SECULARISM 

Secularism  is  an  outlook  on 
life  limited  to  this  world  only.  It 
either  denies^  or  has  no  interest  in 
affirming  that  human  life  has  any 
meaning  beyond  the  immediate  ex- 
perience of  its  events. 

Outside  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
is  not  that  the  state  of  mind  of  the 
average  man?  The  next  world  and 
its  mysteries  do  not  affect  him. 
He  may  not  deny  the  spiritual.  He 
merely  ignores  it.  A  living  luere  be- 
low, a  better  living,  absorbs  his 
thoughts  and  actions.  The  next 
world  like  a  cloud,  to  which  he 
may  at  time  turn  his  distracted 
eyes,  passes  over  him.  H«  has  no 
interest  in  it. 

One  has  only  to  scan  the  ad- 
vertisements of  our  papers  and 
magazines  to  see  that  they  "feed 
on  our  obsession  with  the  thing?  of 
this  world."  Secularism  is  today 
the  greatest  challenge  to  our 
Catholicism.  Unconsciously  it  is 
eating  its  way  cancer-like  into  the 
very  vitals  of  our  Oatholiic  way  of 
life.  G.D. 


BRAVK  AND  GENEROUS 
AMERICA! 

To  a  group  of  American  officials 
about  to  return  home  from  Italy 
the  Holy  Father  said  these  kind 
words:  "You  are  going  back 
to  a  great  country — great  in  its 
incomparable  industrial  power, 
greater  still  in  the  whole-souled 
unselfish  generosity  of  its  people, 
and  great,  too,  in  the  high  destiny 
God  has  assigned  to  it.  For  wealth 
and  power  and  virtue  impose  the 
heavy  responsibility  of  lead&rsihip. 

The  world  is  looking,  pleading, 
hoping  to  be  led  out  of  the  morass 
of  petty — may  they  not  become 
criminal  — ■  jealousies,  recrimina- 
tions, distrusts  and  unholy  ambi- 
tions, up  to  the  plateau  where  the 
pure  air  blows  freely  for  one  and 
all  mankind.  Oh!  pray,  as  we  pray 
every  day,  that  the  world  may  not 
see  its  hopes  turn  to  astoes  .  .  . 
Tell  America  that  we  are  coiiisoled 
and  grateful  for  all  that  it  has  done 
and  is  doing  to  alleviate  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  world.  God's  loving  and 
potent  blessing,  which  we,  with 
paternal  affection,  invoke  on  you, 
your  dear  ones  and  all  your  coun- 
trymen, will  be  your  rich  reward." 

(Pius  XII.) 


LARGEST  RELIGIOUS  ORDER 

Of  the  28,420  members  of  the 
Society  of  Jesiis,  scattered  through- 
out the  world,  6,28  2  come  from 
North  America,  forming  the  strong- 
est contingent  among  the  eight 
Assistancies  of  the  Society,  accord- 
ing to  the  Home  correspondent  of 
La  Croix,  Paris  Catholic  news- 
paper. 

The  Spanish  Assistancy,  with  4,- 
973  members,  stands  in  second 
place,  followed  by  that  of  Great 
Britain,  which  includes  Belgium 
and  Canada,  with  4,566.  Germany 
and  Holland,  forming  one  Assis- 
tancy, contribute  3,154  Religious. 
The  others  are:  France  with  3,100, 
Italy  with  2,353,  Latin  America 
with  2,540,  and  the  Slavic  coun- 
tries with  1,35  6  Religious-. 

The  28,420  Religious  of  the  So- 
ciety of  Jesus  belong  to  3  3  differ- 
ent countries.  They  are  organized 
in  43  Provinces.  The  Societij  of  Jesus 
is  the  largest  religious  Order  of  the 
Catholic  Church. 


QUESTION  OF  INTER- 
RELATION 

A  point  not  always  understood 
is  the  inter-relation  between  the 
home-missions  and  the  foreign 
missions.  Some  people  regard 
them  as  works  apart,  having  no 
connection  one  with  the  other. 
They  forget  those  who  labour  at 
home  and  those  who  labour  abroad 
are  working  in  the  same  sacred 
cause.  The  Harvest  Is  one  although 
its  fields  are  widely  scattered.  If 
there  were  no  fires  burning  at 
home  there  would  be  no  fires 
kindled  abroad.  But  surely  when 
the  fires  of  the  homeland  are 
burning  brightly  one  who  loves 
our  Saviour  and  loves  souls  re- 
deemed by  Him  will  wish  to  see 
the  sacred  fire  enkindled  far  and 
wide  over  the  world. 

We  at  home  will  have  oppor- 
tunity to  help  those  who  are  away, 
and  if  we  have,  we  shall  surely 
show  ourselves  selfish  In  the  ex- 
treme and  unworthy  of  our  bap- 
tism, if  we  refuse  that  help.  Can 
we  stand  by  and  see  souls  perish 
and  die  when  an  effort  on  our  part 
can  bring  them  safe  to  life.  Can 
we  not  at  least  spare  an  occasional 
quarter  of  an  hour  to  wireless' 
over  the  earth  the  assistance  of 
prayer 

(Redemptorist  Record.) 


THE  PERENNIAL  CHURCH 

"The  Church  stands  amidst  the 
wreckages  of  the  kingdoms  and 
empires  of  two  thousand  years,  an 
irrefragable  unit  amidst  dead  and 
dying  heresies,  palely  living  herev 
sies,  rival  faiths  and  faithlessness 
sundered  into  uncharitable  frag- 
ments; she  stands,  stately  and 
compassionate,  imperturbable  and 
motherly,  mightier  than  ever_  be- 
fore, radiant  in  the  light  of~what 
is  for  her  a  perpetual  dawn."— 
Dr.  Cory  —  Emancipation  of  a 
Freethinker,  p.  297. 


TOLERANCE 

"It  was  my  mistake  to  confuse 
with  the  supernatural,  God-given 
virtue  of  charity,  the  very  mun- 
dane naturalistic  pose  of  tolera- 
tion. And  this  was  a  great  obstacle 
to  my  entrance  into  the  Church 
of  Rome.  I  did  not  see,  as  I  see 
today,  that  toleration  is  often  but 
a  name  for  flabby  and  trimming 
compromise,  a  false  charity  which 
can  quickly  turn  into  an  attitude 
most  venemous,  when  expedient 
toleration  proves  inexpedient.  As 
Tennyson  says  of  the  Sorceress 
Vivien,  'For  in  a  wink  the  false 
love  turns  to  hate.'  " — (Dr.  Cory 
— Emancipation  of  a  Freethinker.) 


THE  LOGIC  OF  OUR  FAITH 

Dr.  W.  E.  Orchard,  who  before 
becoming  a  Catholic  a  few  years 
ago,  had  passed  from  Presby- 
terianism  and  Congregationalism 
to  a  highly  ritualistic  creed  of  his 
own  making,  summed  up  in  his 
book,  "From  Faith  to  Faith," 
the  progressive  logic  of  the 
Catholic  Faith  in  these  powerful 
sentences': 

"If  we  would  be  human  we 
must  be  rationally  ethical;  if 
ethical,  evangelical;  if  evangelical, 
Catholic;  if  Catholic,  Roman; 
that  is  the  logic  of  progress,  free- 
dom, light.  If  one  rejects  the 
Roman  claims,  one  must,  event- 
ually, reject  Catholicism;  if 
Catholicism  is  rejected,  then 
gradually  go  doctrine,  sacraments. 
Scripture,  Christ,  God,  man;  hell, 
then  heaven;  the  next  world,  then 
this;  faith  goes,  then  hope,  then 
love.  This  is  the  logic  of  denial, 
darkness,  death." 


CHRISTENDOM 

"For  a  thousand  years  the 
peoples  of  Europe  have  received 
their  education  in  the  school  of 
Christendom  and  however  dis- 
obedient they  have  been  to  its 
teaching  and  to  its  discipline,  they 
still  bear  its  imprint  and  retain  a 
half-conscious  memory  of  their 
former  spiritual  unity." 

(Christopher  Dawson.) 


IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  SPEND — FOR  THE  j^IISSIONS. 
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CONFIDENCE    IN  THE  FUTURE 

"Let  the  Christianity  of  today 
be  penetrated  by  the  burning  and 
luminous  fire  of  Christ's  watch- 
word, I  have  overcome  the  world, 
and  you  will  feel  in  your  hearts 
the  peaceful,  quiet  confidence  of 
victory  that  reassures  you  with 
the  passing  of  these  dark  days  in 
which  so  many  are  living  in  ter- 
ror and  discouragement.  There 
will  come  not  the  terrors  which 
the  small-minded  dread  but  the 
brilliant  fulfillment  of  the  hopes 
of  faithful  and  magnanimous 
souls.  The  Church  of  today  can- 
not simply  return  to  the  primitive 
forms  of  the  small  initial  flock. 
In  her  maturity,  which  is  not  old 
age,  she  holds  her  head  high  and 
maintains  unchanged  in  her  mem- 
bers the  vigor  of  her  vouth." 

Pius  XII. 


ENGLAND  MARY'S  DOWRY 

Visiting  the  beautiful  Lady 
Chapel  of  York  Cathedral,  the 
wife  of  Nathaniel  Hawthorne  said 
to  her  children,  showing  a  deep 
place  in  the  pavement  worn  by  the 
knees  of  those  who  had  come  to 
pray: 

'The  place  where  the  Virgin  of 
Virgins  stood  so  long  is  empty. 
Her  worship  has  almost  passed 
from  the  land,  but  see,  here  is  the 
deep  print  of  their  homage  left." 


O.  H.  M.  S. 

We  have  all  seen  postal  pack- 
ages marked  "O.H.M.S."- — ^"On  His 
Majesty's  Service."  Every  Cate- 
chetical lesson  we  send  out  to  the 
children  could  in  truth  bear  this 
mark — it  is  indeed  in  the  full 
sense  of  the  word  a  message  from 
the  King  of  Kings. 

SYMPATHY  IS 


CANADA  AFTER  THE  WAR 

In  the  post-war  world  Canada 
promises  to  take  an  even  more 
important  place  than  in  the  past. 
The  war  has  brought  great  indus- 
trial expansion.  Our  facilities  for 
production  have  been  increased 
tremendously  and  the  counitry- 
wide  search  for  the  needed  com- 
modities of  war  has  resulted  in 
the  discovery  of  hitherto  un- 
known natural  resources.  These 
will  not  be  lost  sight  of  in  peace 
times.  They  will  give  a  vast  im- 
petu.s  to  our  post-war  industrial 
i-e-establishment.  These  new  re- 
sources, together  with  new  uses 
for  those  already  known  and  the 
development  of  new  and  great 
sources  of  electric  power,  should 
under  wise  direction,  obviate  all 
possibility  of  anything  like  wide- 
spread unemployment  well  over 
the  period  of  re-adjustment.  It 
is  possible,  also,  that  greatly 
changed  conditions  of  living  and 
working  in  Europe  will  turn  the 
thoughts  of  some  of  its  more  de- 
sirable people  towards  this  coun- 
try as  a  place  in  which  to  re-estab- 
lish their  homes,  factories,  and 
businesses.  There  is  every  reason 
why  this  should  be  so,  and  for  the 
good  of  this  country  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  there  will  be  no  rais- 
ing of  barriers  to  prevent  their 
entry.  It  is  not  too  soon  to  give 
earnest  thought  to  this  question, 
so  important  to  the  future  of 
Canada. 

D.  C.  Coleman, 
President,  C.P.R. 


DUO  IN  ALTUM 

The  Baltimore  and  St.  Louis 
Provincesi  of  the  Redemptorist 
Order  in  the  United  States  are 
launching  into  the  deep  of  the  for- 
eign missions.  The  Apostolic  spirit 
of  their  Holy  Found'er  is  now  burn- 
ing bright  in  South  America,  the 
Virgin  Islands  and  Puerto  Rico. 
.Just  recently  19  Fathers  left  for 
the  foreign  parts.  May  God  bless 
them  in  their  apostolate.  "They 
now  cast  their  seeds  in  tears,,  but 
coming  they  shaJl  one  day  come 
with  joyfulness,  carrying  their 
sheaves."   (Ps.  125.) 

A  widespread  apostolate  is  the 
beauty  and  strength  of  a  religious 
order.  Everywhere  the  ripening 
harvest  beckons  to  the  zealous 
reapers  in  the  Master's  Field.  Our 
prayers  accompany  these  peaceful 
legions  who  have  left  their  be- 
loved America  for  new  conquests. 

G.  D. 


Having  money  to  give  away 
must  be  like  a  foretaste  of 
heaven. 

TAVO  HEARTS  TUGGING  AT  THE 


I   HEAR  THEM  COMING 

"When  in  the  course  of  the 
foundation  of  the  California 
missions  the  beautiful  site  had 
been  chosen  for  Mission  San  An- 
tonio de  Padua,  the  mission  bell 
was  suspended  on  the  branch  of 
a  sturdy  oak  that  stood  in  the  yet- 
untamed  wilderness.  As  soon  as  It 
was  in  place  Fra  Junipero  Serra 
seized  the  rope  and  rang  the  bell 
loudly  and  long. 

"Why  do  you  do  that?"  a  con- 
frere asked.  "There  is  yet  no 
church  and  there  are  no  Indians." 

"But  I  hear  them  coming!"  re- 
plied Serra,  a  vision  of  the  future 
gleaming  in  his  eye. 

"Across  a  World." — by  Father 
Considine,  M.M. 


MATERIALISM  DI>>rROi^S 
ITSELF 

We  are  living  in  a  materialistic 
age.  The  pursuit,  accumulation 
and  enjoyment  of  wealth  has  be- 
come the  supreme  ambition  of  life 
and  of  all  its  febrile  activities. 
Spiritual  values  have  been  pushed 
in  the  background.  Economics 
dominate  the  life  of  nations. 

This  perversion  of  the  hierarchy 
of  values  cannot  last.  Truth  must 
ultimately  prevail.  Error  carries 
within  itself  the  seed  of  its  own 
destruction.  The  present  world- 
wide conflict  offers  a  pertinent 
illustration  of  this  fact.  Mate- 
rialism is  destroying  itself.  All  the 
accumulated  wealth  of  the  most 
powerful  nations  is  going  up  in 
the  smoke  of  battles. 

The  war  expenditures  runs  into 
billions  of  dollars  every  year.  The 
future  wealth  of  the  world  is  now 
already  so  heavily  mortgaged  that 
one  wonders  if  our  whole  eco- 
nomic structure  will  not  one  day 
collapse.  Materialism  is  crushed 
under  its  own  weight.  Let  us  hope 
that  from  the  ashes  of  a  burnt-out 
materialism  the  supremacy  of 
spiritual   values  will   rise  again. 


THE    POOR   AFTER    THE  WAR 

The  poor  everywhere  are  lifting 
up  their  eyes  to  the  "Atlantic 
Charter"  as  to  another  "Magna 
Carta."  For  it  they  are  working 
and  suffering  and  dying.  If  this 
time  their  hopes  are  frustrated  by 
a  selfish  and  inept  peace,  democ- 
racy will  suffer  a  mortal  blow.  It 
can  live  in  the  post-war  world 
only  by  giving  the  poor  the  jus- 
tice for  which  they  hunger. 

  (America.) 

THE   DECISION  COUNTS 

It  is  said  that  when  you  are 
inspired  to  carry  out  a  difficult 
task  the  only  real  point  of  hard- 
ship is  the  decision  to  do  it;  that 
once  that  obstacle  is  surmounted, 
the  rest  takes  care  of  itself. 

SAME  LOAD. 
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THREE  DAYS 


We  shall  not  soon  forget  them— those  three 
lialliowed  days  in  which  we  had  the  privilege  of 
basking  in  the  radiant  snnshine  of  Christ's  Sacra- 
mental Presence.  Beginning  on  the  morning  of 
October  25th  and  closing  on  the  evening  of  Oc- 
tober 27th— the  glorious  Feast  of  Christ  the  King 
—  the  Forty  Hours  Devotion  was  held  for  the 
first  time  in  our  Mother  House  chapel.  The  Blesised 
Sacrament  is  truly  the  Sun  of  our  spiritual  life, 
being  to  the  soul  what  the  created  sun  is  to  the 
body — the  Source  of  light,  heat  and  strength. 
The  Si.sters  who  had  the  privilege  of  being  at 
home  during  the.se  days  of  special  grace  showed 
their  appreciation  by  spending  every  spare  mo- 
ment in  the  chapel. 

The  Sisters  were  not  the  oidy  f)nes  to  benefit 
by  the.se  Hours  devoted  to  loving  adoration  of  our 
Eucharistic  King.  For  some  weeks  ahead,  our 
Sisters  in  charge  of  the  Residential  Club  at  4 
AVellesley  Place  advertised  the  Coming  Event 
among  the  girls  under  their  care.  An  attractive 
pester  extending  a  cordial  invitation  to  visit  Jesus 
in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  was  prepared  and  placed 

THE  MOST  WRETCH  KD  OF  >IEX 


I  have  come  to  serve 

HEADQUARTERS 

in  a  conspicuous  place.  To  arouse  further  interest 
the  Sister-s  taught  a  group  of  girls  to  sing  the 
Benediction  hymns.  As  a  re.-^ult,  the  attendance  at 
Mass  during  the  thiee  days  was  very  good,  while 
at  the  evening  devotions  all  available  space  was 
occupied.  On  Saturday  and  Sunday  several  girls 
s[)ent  a  Holy  Hour  in  the  chapel  from  three  to 
four  o'clock.  Suitable  prayers  were  recited  and 
favourite  hymns  .sung.  It  was  consoling  to  note  the 
enthusiastic  devotion  shown  by  our  girls  to  Christ 
on  His  Altar  Throne. 

Every  evening  a  sermon  was  preached  and 
Benediction  given  by  Father  Kevin  Kidd,  O.F.M., 
Superior  of  the  Franciscan  Juniorate.  On  the  last 
evening  as  on  the  first  morning,  the  Litany  of 
the  Saints  was  chanted  by  the  choir.  Benediction 
followed  and  the  "Three  Days"  of  adoration  were 
closed  with  the  singing  of  "Christus  vincit, 
(  hristus  regnat,"  a  fitting  tribute  of  loyalty 
from  the  depths  of  hearts  aglow  with  hive 
I'hrist  the  King. 


f( 


The  Altar  llxiring  Foi-ty  Hours  Devotion  at  the 
MotJier  House 

IS  WORTH  ALL  THE  STARS. 
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THE  SCHOOL  FAIR— CAMP  MORTON 


THE  Poulty  Expert  went  away  happy  that 
Saturday  night  after  the  fair.  Dressed  in 
white  over-gown,  he  had  directed  things  in 
general,  especially  the  judging  of  Barred  Rock 
cockerels,  pullets  and  pens,  all  the  afternoon  of 
sweat-inducing  September  14th.  Then  he  had 
listened  for  hours  to  a  full  evening  program  con- 
sisting of  prize-awarding  ceremonies,  speeches 
made  by  patrons  and  officials,  and  concert 
items  pi-ovided  by  the  children  of  the  three 
rural  schools..  He  had  given  a  warm  compli- 
mentary speech  himself,  this  patient,  optimistic 
government  official.  As  a  climax  to  the 
many  details  mentioned  in  connection  with  his 
appreciation  of  the  co-operative  aid  he  had  re- 
ceived from  the  schools,  he  had  made  an  en- 
thusiastic statement.  To  the  people  who  packed 
the  community  hall  to  its  doors  and  beyond,  ho 
had  declared  that  he  wished  he  could  have  th(! 
Sisters  of  Service  in  other  rural  districts  of  Mani- 
toba so  that,  in  connection  with  their  rural-public- 
school  endeavours,  they  could  encourage  the  farm- 
club  work  as  they  had  so  satisfactorily  done  in  this 
district.  Mr.  Foster  was  indeed  weaiy  after  the 
hard  grind  of  the  week,  ending  with  a  hot,  crow-ded 
(lay.  But  after  three  years  of  tough  and  almost 
hope-wrecking  "stump-pulling,"  lie  had  at  least 
a  clear  vision  ahead.  He  felt  security  in  the  knowl- 
edge now  that  he  had  many  others  besides  the 
teachers  pulling  with  him. 

The  chairman  of  the  evening  events,  the  Pastor 
of  Camp  Morton  Parish,  Very  Reverend  J.  J. 
Sieczkarski,  by  word  and  act  had  proven  that  he 
was  a  most  efficient  and  generous  leader  in  all 
good  undertakings.  He  had  spent  many  long  hours 
one  hot  day  in  August  driving  the  judges  of  the 


Poultry  Exhibit,  Camp  Morton 


gardens  over  bad  I'oads  and  through  bush  to  the 
scattered  twenty-one  homes  of  the  young  garden- 
ers. In  Avelcoming  the  guests  and  audience.  Father 
thanked  the  officials  for  the  genuine  interest  they 
had  shown  in  the  rural  activities  of  Camp  Morton. 
He  also  commended  the  children  on  the  great 
progress  that  had  been  made  since  last  year  in 
the  display  of  garden  produce  and  poultry.  He 
suggested  that  in  future  fair.s,  diplomas  be  award- 
ed to  remind  the  winners,  in  years  to  come,  of 
the  success  of  the  undertakings. 

And  for  a  lieutenant  in  the  field,  a  team-worker, 
who  puts  his  "punch"  into  it  and  uses  to  ad- 
vantage his  natural  talent  for  good-humored  wit, 
none  could  have  beaten  Mr.  Lange,  the  Agri- 
cultural Representative  for  an  area  including  the 
Gimli  district.  To  the  remote  farm-homes  on  un- 
1  ravelled  trails  he  had  gone  in  all  directions 
10  organize  clulrdoings  locally.  No  amount  of 
monotonous  spade-work  could  have  ex:hausted  Mr. 
Lange.  He  had  been  present  at  the  school  fair, 
loo,  helping  with  the  poultry  birds  and  with  the 
many  entries  of  garden  produce,  judging  carrots, 
turnips,  beet.s,  corn,  tomatoes,  cucumbers,  potatoes, 
and  onions. 

It  had  been  through  the  guidance  of  Mr.  Lange 
that  the  members  of  the  "Camp  Morton  Boosters" 
and  their  teachers.  Sister  Faye,  Sister  Trautman 
and  Sister  MacLellan  had  attended  the  Selkirk 
Fall  Fair  on  Labor  Day  for  the  competition  of 
farm-club  members  in  poultry  judging.  Hundreds 
of  farm  children  met  that  afternoon  for  testing  in 
sewing  clubs,  grain  clubs,  food  clubs,  garden  clubs, 
calf  clubs  and  poultry  clubs.  In  the  parade  which 
closed  the  program,  each  club  carried  its  own 
attractive  banner.  The  honors  for  judging  poultiy 
were  won  by  the  "Camp  Morton  Boosters",  and 
the  highest  count  in  points,  carrying  a  $4  prize, 
was  obtained  by  Leonard  Marks,  a  Berlo  boy  of 
Bismarck  School,  whose  teacher  is  Sister  Rita 
MacLellan. 

Also  it  had  been  through  Mr.  Lange 's  interest 
ami  efforts  that  three  of  the  Camp  Morton  school 
girls,  Jean  Keller,  Katherine  Gottfried,  and  Gwen 
I'eterson,  had  found  themselves  i-epresentatives 
in  the  farm-club  rally  in  Winnipeg  from  the 
ninth  to  the  fourteenth  of  September.  These  ath- 
letic gii-ls,  pupils  of  King  EdAvard  No.  1  School, 
which  is  conducted  by  Sister  Irene  Faye,  had  dis- 
tinguished themselves  in  a  unique  way  as  graceful 
acrobats  as  well  as  skilled  gardenem  and  poultry 
raisers.  Katherine  Gottfried  had  won  in  1945  the 
engraved  silver  cup  donated  by  His  Grace,  Arch- 
bishop Sinnott,  for  the  best  garden  and  best  display 
of  garden  products;  and  in  1946,  Jean  Keller  had 
secured  this  trophy.  During  farm-club  week  in 
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thf  city,,  these  three 
girls  had  been  accoiu- 
modated,  free  of  all  ex- 
pense, in  the  University 
residences.  They  li  a  d 
been  participants  in  pro- 
viding an  evening  of 
eut'ertainment  put  on  by 
the  one  hundred  and 
fortA'  "farm  girls  and 
boys"  who  had  come  in 
from  all  sections  of 
Manitoba  for_  these  spe- 
cial events.  The  three 
teachers  and  the  mothers 
of  the  girls  had  been 
present  for  the  evening. 
SIhoidder  to  shoulder 
■with  other  sponsors  in- 
cluding the  ^linister  of 
Agricidture,  his  repre- 
sentatives and  their 
wives,  the  rural  teach- 
ers, and  the  correspondents  of  several  news- 
papers, they  helped  make  the  audience.  In 
Mr.  Foster's  opinion,  "The  Acrobats"'  of  Camp 
JMorton  had  performed  as  well  as,  if  not  better 
than,  any  other  entertainers.  To  his  mind  the 
presence  of  tiie  pupils  and  their  teachers  had 
been  an  effective  bit  of  advertising.  It  had 
put  Camp  Morton  on  the  map— the  agricultural 
map. 

Speaking  in  a  summarizing  style,  Mr.  Lange 
had  kept  the  Camp  Moi'ton  audience  laughing.  His 
off-hand  "cracks"'  about  apparent  abundance  of 
money  and  aho  about  the  bright  lights  of  the 
village,  had  "gone  over  big."  He  had  climaxed 
his  season's  work  by  arranging  for  the  prize- 
winning  Junior  judges,  Jean  Keller  and  Leonard 
Marks,  to  go  to  Winnipeg  on  September  23rd  for 
the  Provincial  contest.  The  winners  move  on  to 
Toronto  winter  fair  to  compete  for  the  Dominion 
champiouiship. 

Miss  Ann  Madsen  had  won  the  championship  in 
that  competition  about  a  year  ago  and  since  her 
victory  in  Toronto  had  been  employed  in  Labora- 
tory work  for  Manitoba's  Agricultural  Depart- 
ment. On  fair  day,  for  the  second  time,  she  had 
honored  Camp  Morton  with  her  presence  and 
her  assistance.  Ann  is  a  wholesome,  bright  girl 
from  Magnet,  Northern  Manitoba.  She  likes  to 
keep  in  touch  with  poultry  work  and  her  contribu- 
tions of  enthusiasm  and  of  demonstrating  how 
to  judge  poultrj^  are  keenlj^  appreciated.  Being 
a  lover  of  nature,  she  revels  in  the  beauties  of 
the  Camp  Morton  environment.  "It  has  been  one 
grand  day,"  she  exclaimed  on  the  night  of  the 
fair. 

Mrs.  Foster,  too,  had  cheerfulh^  and  capably 
donated  her  services  in  judging  children's  sew- 
ing, and  with  some  aid  from  Mr.  Menzies  of  Grimli, 


'Camp  Morton"    \vas  coiiiposod  of   .yellow  flowers  on 
a  background  of  green  fern. 

the  new  Inspector  of  Schools,  a  special  guest  for 
the  day,  had  awarded  the  prizes  for  other  entries. 

The  ladies  of  the  three  scliool  districts  had 
produced  proof  of  a  high  standard  of  skill  in 
baking  chocolate  cakes.  The  prizes  for  these  were 
won  by  iMiss  Helen  Haas,  Mrs.  A.  M.  Keller,  and 
.Mrs.  J.  Ledingham.  These,  and  the  other  cakes 
entered  in  competition,  were  served,  along  with 
sandwiches  provided  by  the  ladies,  with  coffee 
before  the  short  dancing-party  which  closed  the 
(lay. 

"I  don't  know  much  about  poultry."  Thus  Mr. 
Sumpter  had  begun  his  address  when  called  upon. 
Mr.  Sumpter  is  the  landscape  gardener  of  the  now 
world-famous  Camp  Morton  summer  resort.  In 
a  short  and  laugh-provoking  speech,  he  proved 
tiiat  people  really  "dress"  poultry.  A  few  years 
ago,  with  the  encouragement  of  the  Most 
Reverend  Archbishop  Sinnot,  Mr.  Sumpter  or- 
ganized children's  garden  clubs.  He  has  through 
the  years,  used  much  of  his  time  and  effort 
in  attending  personally  to  all  details  of  inspect 
ing  gardens,  having  them  judged,  collecting 
funds  for  prize  money,  and  decorating  for  dis- 
lilay  day.  Thinking  it  high  time  to  show  appre- 
ciation, the  children  had  presented  their  kindi.\' 
benefactor  with  a  fine  warm  parka. 

"You  know  some  men  always  look  mad,  but 
]\Ir.  Sumpter  always  looks  glad."  This  v/as  the 
sumnuiry  of  her  thinking,  expressed  by  a  woman 
from  the  north  part  of  the  farthest  school  dis- 
trict. It  was  her  first  time  in  the  communit.v  hall 
and  her  children  had  had  their  first  glimpse  of  a 
railway  train  that  day,  too.  Best  of  all,  they  had 
seen  a  man  who  "always  looks  glad." 

The  school  fair  was  about  over,  all  but  the 
dance,  as  IMr.  and  ]\Irs.  Foster  departed.  They 
had  beheld  on  arrival,  a  beautifullv  decorated 
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village  hall.  The  landscape  gardener  had  super- 
intended the  artistry  of  it.  An  item  of  display 
particularly  interesting  to  many  of  the  visitors 
was  the  Art  and  Nature  Exhibit  which  had  won 
the  highest  award  at  the  Provincial  Fair  held 
at  Brandon,  Manitoba,  this  year.  This  entry  ai. 
Brandon  was  from  King  Edward  No.  2  School. 
It  represented  a  great  deal  of  talent  and  skilfull 
labor  on  the  part  of  the  teacher,  Sister  Leona 
Trautman,  and  the  pupils.  It  had  secured  for  the 
benefit  of  the  school,  many  money  prizes,  as  well 
as  the  "sweepstake"  prize  for  winning  tho  high- 
est number  of  awards  given  to  a  school  of  the 
Province.  Its  educational  value  was  best  under- 
stood by  the  Inspector  of  Schools,  Mr.  Menzies, 
who  requested  that  it  be  loaned  for  display  at  the 
Teachers'  Convention  in  Winnipeg. 

There  was,  indeed,  a  sort  of  gladness  ail 
around  that  day.  Everyone  was  glad  about  some- 
thing or  other.  And  the  weary  Poultry  Expert  as 
he  started,  at  almost  midnight,  on  his  sixty-mile 
drive  to  his  home  in  Winnipeg,  was  joeosely  and 
buoyantly  glad. 


Maryknoll  Mission  Letters 

We  have  .just  received  a  copy  of  Maryknoll 
Mission  Letters,  Vol.  1,  1946.  The  friends  of  Mary- 
knoll missions  who  have  been  wondering  about 
the  missionaries  interned  during  the  war  will 
find  in  this  volume  the  first  letters  from  five  who 
had  been  incarcerated.  Another  specially  interest- 
ing feature  is  an  eye-witness  account  of  the  death 
of  Father  Cummings  on  a  prison  ship.  There  are 
also  interesting  stories  of  Maryknollers  who  are 
now  labouring  "south  of  the  Border"  to  bring  the 
baiiefits  of  religion  to  people  in  South  Amerija 
who  have  long  been  deprived  of  a  resident  clergy. 

Two  volumes  of  Maryknoll  Mission  Letters  are 
published  each  vear.  They  maj^  be  obtained  from 
The  Field  Afar>ress,  121  East  39th  Street,  New 
York,  N.Y.  The  subscription  price  is  one  dollar 
a  year.  Individual  volumes  may  be  purchased  J'or 
fifty  cents. 


SOME  LITTLE  THOUGHT 

Some  little  thought  that  steals  to  God  away 
When  all  thy  other  thoughts  are  busy  here, 

And  saves  one  moment  from  the  fretful  day 
To  spend  in  pleading  at  thy  Father's  ear,— 

Some  loving  thought  may  bring  thee  riches 
more 

Than  all  the  weary  hours  that  went  before. 
—Rev.  Edward  F.  Garesche,  S.J. 


REVIEWS 

We  are  happy  to  bring  to  the  attention  of  our 
readers  the  following  pamphlets: 

WHY  A  MISSION  SISTER?  By  Rev.  M.  D. 
Forrest,  M.S.C.    Price  15c. 

As  would  be  expected  from  the  title  this  little 
pamphlet  is  a  plea  for  missionary  worker.s.  It  brings 
vividly  to  our  notice  the  sublime  apostolate  of  co- 
operating with  Our  Divine  Redeemer  in  applying 
His  Precious  Blood  to  souls  in  order  to  effect  their 
salvation  and  sanctification. 

FIRST  FRIDAYS  AND  JUNE  DEVOTIONS  TO 
THE  SACRED  HEART.    Price  15e. 

Here  is  a  collection  of  indulgenced  ejaculations 
to  the  Sacred  Heart,  prayers,  litanies  and  novena.s 
which  should  be  useful  for  both  public  and  private 
devotions  to  the  Sacred  Heart. 

¥     ¥  ¥ 

THE  THREE  HOURS.    Price  35c 

An  arrangement  of  prayers,  hymns.  Stations  of 
the  Cross,  suitable  for  congregational  use  on  Good 
Friday  and  all  Fridays  throughout  the  year. 

V         ^  V 

QUIZZES  ON  HOSPITAL  ETHICS.    Price  35c. 
By  Rev.  Dr.  L.  Rumble,  M.S.C. 

This  comprehensive  "catechi.sm"  on  the  various 
perplexing  questions  that  arise  in  the  medical  and 
nursing  profession  .should  be  of  invaluable  aid  in 
solving  the  ethical  problems  in  accordance  to  the 
laws  of  God  and  the  Chui'ch.  We  recommend  it  to 
doctors,  nur.ses  and  priests. 

Any  or  all  of  these  pamphlets  may  be  obtained 
at :  Fathers  Rumble  &  Cartv,  Radio  Press  Replies. 
St.  Paul  1,  Minn.  U.S.A. 


SELECTED  GEM 

Repentance  wa.s  perhaps  best  defined  by  a  .small 
girl:  "It's  to  be  soriy  enough  to  quit.''— C.  H. 
Kilmer  in  The  New  Illustrator. 


you  CAN  DO  MVCH  IN  THE  WORLD  IF  YOU  AliLOW  OTHERS  TO  TAKE  CREDIT  FOR  IT. 


JANUARY,  1947 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


EDSON  EDITS 


TWENTY  YEARS  A-GROWING 

THE  winter — the  tweuty -first 
for  St.  John's  Hospital — began 
a  few  daj's  ago  with  a  siidden 
drop  in  temperature  and  an  icy 
wind  blowing  snowflakes  in  every 
direction.  It  has  kept  telegrapli 
wires  bnsy  with  urgent  messages 
from  local  coal  dealei-s  to  nidieeding 
mine  offices;  it  has  started  in  mo- 
tion all  the  machinery  of  winter 
lumber  camps  and  the  sound  of  the 
woodsman's  axe  once  more  echoes 
through  the  crystal-clear  aii* ;  it  has 
changed  the  "OT"  sign  on  the  rail- 
road's schedvde  board  to  "1  hr.  20 
minutes  late"  or  more;  it  has  kept 
the  nursing  profession  busy  ad- 
ministering Penicillin  to  pneumonia 
patients  and  taking  X-rays  of  accident  victims. 

The  onset  of  winter  has  brought  about  the 
same  changes  in  varying  degrees  each  year  for 
the  past  two  decades,  and  they  all  have  their 
effect  on  hospital  routine. 

It  was  in  the  fall  of  1926  when,  at  the  invitation 
of  Archbishop  O'Leary  of  Edmonton,  the  Sisters 
of  Service  first  visited  Edson.  They  learned  that 
a  hospital  had  been  built  some  twentj--five  years 
before  and  had  been  opened  by  secular  organiza- 
tions a  number  of  times.  Each  time  it  had,  be- 
cause of  financial  difficulties,  to  close  its  doors. 
It  was  a  large,  dilapidated,  two-storej'  square 
building  with  numerous  windows,  onlj^  a  few 
of  which  had  escaped  the  expert  stone-throwers 
of  the  village.  Inside  the  plaster  had  fallen  and 
the  floors  were  ruined. 

When  the  carpenters,  plumbers  and  electricians 
had  spent  a  few  weeks  on  repairs,  and  the  Sisters 
had  spent  the  same  time  making  up  supplies, 
obtaining  bed  linen,  medieal  stores  and  puir- 
chasing  equipment,  it  was  time  to  move  in.  (What 
a  month's  work  those  last  few  words  contain!) 
Moving  day  was  not  the  traditional  May  1st, 
but  one  dark  night  with  the  thermometer  regis- 
tering 22  below.  The  corridors  of  the  hospital- 
to-be  were  filled  with  boxes  and  jiacking  cases 
and  beds.  With  help  the  Sisters  managed  to 
assemble  two  beds  and  make  them  up. 

The  following  morning  they  attended  IMass 
which  was  celebrated  in  the  rectory  as  the  Church 
was  too  cold  (the  house  was  not  much  warmer). 
The  day  was  spent  opening  boxes  and  planning 
the  wards,  etc.  A  room — at  that  time  still  filled 
with  paint  and  varnish  tins — was  chos-en  for  the 
Chapel.  The  workmen  were  still  busy. 

That  night  a  meeting  of  the  prominent  men  of 


The  Old  Hospital 

the  town  had  been  called.  The  meeting  was  held 
in  the  fi'ont  room  and  as  chairs  were  scarce,  boxes 
<iiid  nail  kogs  were  used  for  seating  purposes. 

The  following  days  were  busy.  There  were  the 
kitchen,  laundry,  wards,  supply  rooms,  nui'sery, 
operating  and  case  rooms  and  office  to  be  prop- 
erl.v  arranged ;  the  linoleum  to  be  laid  (partly 
done  by  a  man,  later  the  mayor  of  the  town,  who 
was  a  hardware  dealer),  curtains  to  be  made  and 
numberless  other  things  to  be  done. 

On  November  25th,  the  first  Mass  was  said  in 
the  hosi)ital.  The  ]Montreal  Catholic  Church  Ex- 
tension Society  sent  the  vestments,  linens  and 
supplies. 

The  feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  was 
chosen  for  the  official  opening  and  blessing  of 
the  now  Catholic  hospital  by  Archbishop  O'Leary. 
Among  the  visitors  at  the  reception  were  the 
reall.v  interested,  the  curious,  and  the  skeptical, 
the  latter  wondering  how  long  the  hospital  would 
lemain  open  this  time.  The  following  day,  three 
patients  were  admitted — the  first  in  the  long  line 
of  sick  who  have  sought  admission. 

It  was  only  to  be  expected  that  this  fifteen-bed 
hospital,  the  only  hospital  at  that  time  between 
Edmonton  and  Kamloops,  a.  distance  of  almost 
400  miles,  would  soon  have  more  patients  than  it 
could  adequately  laeeommodate.  Admissions 
doubled  inside  of  five  years  and  the  inevitable 
happened — a  new  up-to-date  building  was 
planned. 

There  was  much  excitement  "out  oui-  way" 
when  excavations  were  begun  for  the  new  build- 
ing and  its  progress  was  watched  very  closel.v 
i)y  wide-eyed  tots  to  whom  cement  mixing  and 
brick-laying  were  fascinating  new  sights.  Day 
by  day  the  new  structure  grew  to  completion  and 
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Tlie  New  Hospital 

it  was  a  busy  and  exeiting-  time  when  a  g'roui) 
of  C.N.R.  men  trained  in  first  aid  came  up  tn 
the  hospital  equipped  with  a  stretcher  to  transfer 
the  patients  to  the  new  building.  Shortly  after- 
wards, on  O^ctober  15,  193],  tlie  offici;;l  opening 
and  blessing  took  place. 

From  that  time  to  the  present,  the  hospital 
work  has  developed  until  we  can  say  that  1946 
was  a  record  year  in  every  respect — admissions 
have  increased  from  243  in  1927  to  1,100  in  194G. 
During  that  score  of  years,  very  great  changes 
have  taken  place  in  the  hospital  field.  Twenty 
years  ago,  a  hospital  was  a  strictlj'  charitable 
institution.  Today  charity  is  a  social  thing  and 
a  hospital  is  expected  to  be  a  highly  efficient 
business  institution.  There  is  the  ever-present 
threat  of  state  control  through  state  medicine  and 
the  less  dire  threat,  hwt  one  of  which  most 
thinking  people  are  wary,  of  Government  health 
insurance.  It  is  now  the  time  when  a  hospital 
however  small,  is  placed  in  a  certain  category, 
according  to  the  amount  of  equipment  and  the 
number  of  post-g'riaduate  courses  the  staff  has 
been  able  to  attend.  It  is  the  time  also  when,  at 
hospital  conventions,  one  Avatehes  the  heads  of 
governmental  departments  take  notes  of  every 
comment  made  and  by  whom  it  is  made. 

These  definite  trends  present  problems.  The 
spirit  of  the  Catholic  hospital  must  be  kept  the 
same — the  caring  of  the  sick  in  the  spirit  of 
Christ  and  of  charity — although  the  Government 
has  taken,  aiid  intends  to  take  over,  the  re- 
sponsibility for  different  types  of  patients,  which 
i-esults  in  a  limited  tliougli  real  control.  The 
Sisters  must  look  beyond  the  obligations  now 
imposed  on  them  of  obtaining  and  maintaining 
definite  standards,  the  obtaining  of  which  means 
added  effort  after  many  a  busy  day,  to  a  more 
intense  realization  of  their  vocation  which  accepts 
these  challenges  in  order  to  be  in  the  front  line 


when  the  crisis  comes.  They  must  look 
to  the  personal  caring  of  the  sick  in 
]'ui-al  hospitals  as  the  field  on  Avhich 
The  battle  is  fought  for  their  own, 
perfection  and  the  conquering  of 
souls  for  Christ. 

The  Doctor  Reminisces 

Our  doctor  loves  to  chat.  He  is  one 
of  those  busy  i^eople  whose  virtue  is 
always   to   have   time   to   listen  to 
others'  stories  and  to  offer  a  few  of 
his  own.    This,  of  course,  is  not  his 
only  virtue.  To  us  he  is  the  ideal 
medico,  a  tower  of  security  in  any 
emergency  and  a  friend  to  all.  Be- 
cause he  threw  in  his  lot  Avith  this 
community  twenty  years  ago  he,  too, 
has  felt  and  reacted  to  the  changes 
Avhich  have  come.  He,  too,  vicAvs  them 
^finely,  but  Avhether  it  is  the  financial  status  or 
the  farming  or  lumbering  question,  or  the  newest 
hospital  trends,  the  discussion  usually  ends  Avith. 
"Sister.s,  did  I  ever  tell  you  about  the  time — "  and 
then  we  enjoy  a  story — a  hiunorous  story,  mostly. 

AVe  A\ere  discussing  the  ncAv  fire  siren  the 
town  had  installed  and  one  of  our  number,  avIio 
had  returned  to  the  mission  after  a  fcAv  years 
absence,  Avas  trying  to  remember  Avliat  the  old 
s,ystem  Avas  like.  Then  the  doctor  said,  "Sister, 
did  I  ever  tell  you  about  the  time  there  Avas  a 
chimiiev  fire  in  the  house  across  the  street?  "We 
lived  near  the  toAvn  hall  at  the  time,  next  to  the 
printer's  office.  The  alarm  brought  the  printer 
and  myself  out  to  vicAv  the  proceedings.  The 
fire  engine  then  Avas  a  Model  T  Avhieh  Avould  have 
fallen  apart  if  it  had  gone  faster  than  ten  miles 
;in  hour.  It  speeded  doAvn  tlie  street  Avitli  the 
ianky  driver  clutching  on  to  the  wheel  and 
clanging  the  bell  Avith  his  foot  like  the  Montreal 
sti-eet  ears.  It  squeaked  to  a  stop  and  tAvo  of 
the  voluntary  fire  ercAv  got  out  the  roll  ^f  fire 
liose  and  proceeded  to  attach  it  to  the  Avater 
supply. 

"The  next  ten  minutes  Avere  priceless.  The 
hose  Avas  brought  out  on  the  laAvn  bj'  one  of 
the  men,  Avhen  someone  distracted  him  and  he 
dropped  it.  Another,  disgusted  perhaps  b.A*  his 
lack  of  purpose,  grabbed  the  hose  and  proceeded 
on  his  Avay,  but  being  reminded  of  some  appar- 
ently vital  thing,  made  his  Avay  back  to  the  car, 
instead  of  to  tlie  house.  The  first  firefighter 
came  to  reclaim  his  job  and  his  might,A-  stride 
towards  the  scene  of  the  fire  did  something  to  re- 
assure himself  and  evervbod,A-  else  that  this  meant 
business.  FolloAving  his  previous  course  Avith 
the  line  of  hose  behind  him,  he  did  not  realize 
that  his  companion's  meanderings  had  Avound  the 
hose  around  a  tAvelve-inch  tree.  An  ingenious 
young  chap  stepped  forAvard  and  proceeded  to 
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do  the  George  Washington  act.  With  a  few- 
mighty  strokes  he  felled  the  obstacle,  but  one 
of  them  missed  the  tree,  and  yes— you  guessed  it 
— cut  the  hose ! ! 

"My  little  English  printer  friend  fell  across 
a  fence  in  a  spasm,  and  I  could  do.  nothing  to 
help  him.  We  recovered  sufficiently  to  see  a  six- 
foot  volunteer  steel  his  frame  to  redeem  the 
situation  somewhat.  With  a  deep  breath,  which 
might  have  been  his  last,  he  covered  his  nose  with 
a  handkerchief,  lowered  his  head,  and  plunged 


into  the  smoke-fillecl  house.  Such  a  show  of 
bravery  certainly  deserved  attention.  The  spec- 
tators who  had  gathered  waited  with  bated 
breath  and  widening  eyes  for  his  return.  Soon 
he  was  silhouetted  in  the  doorway  and  the  ci'owd 
strained  to  see  what  he  clutched  in  his  right 
liand.  With  a  definite  look  of  pride  he  stepped 
out  and  presented  for  their  approval  in  all 
seriousness — a  baby  geranium!  The  fence  gave 
way  this  time,  and  my  English  friend  rolled  over 
in  a  heap — while  the  chimiiev  smouldered  on!" 

S.O.S.  Ed.son. 


MEMORIES  OF  CHRISTMAS 
IN  HALIFAX 


Christmas  is  always  a  busy  season  anj'Avhere  aud 
Halifax  is  no  exception.  From  the  first  of  Decem- 
ber the  Si.sters,  with  the  help  of  the  girls,  were  cut- 
ting out  and  sewing  up  Christmas  stockings.  The 
stockings  were  green,  sewn  with  bright-coloured 
yarn. 

On  Christmas  Eve  two  Sisters  spent  the  after- 
noon in  the  kitchen  preparing  the  turkey,  making 
dressing,  baking  cookies  and  frying  doughnuts; 
another  Sister  shined  the  candlesticks,  built  n 
Christmas  crib  and  laid  out  the  best  altar  linens; 
others  put  the  last  touches  to  decorations. 

By  .eight  o'clock  everj-  one  was  feeling  very 
happy,  for  the  house  was  spotless  and  we  were  all 
ready  to  go  out  to  the  coimtry  church  where  we 
had  been  invited  to  sing  at  the  Midnight  Mass.  The 
cars  arrived  in  due  time  and  off  we  went  with  hymn 
sheets  and  books. 

What  a  beautiful  night !  The  drive  through  the 
country  with  fre.sh-fallen  snow  on  fields  and  trees, 
Avas  inspiring  and  exhilarating.  Within  a  half 
mile  of  our  destination  we  could  see  the  white 
church  with  a  row  of  evergreens  on  either  side  of 
the  path  leading  up  to  the  door.  On  the  two  trees 
nearest  the  door  two  huge  searchlights  were  hung, 
focussed  directly  on  the  church. 

0  Holy  Night !  Come,  Let  Us  Adore  Him  !  The 
words  of  these  old  familiar  hymns  came  aptly  to 
mind,  filling  our  hearts  Avith  devotion,  as  we  enter- 
ed the  church  and  saw  the  beautiful  Crib  that  had 
been  ea-ected  to  bring  vividly  before  us  the  events 
of  the  first  Christmas  Night.  At  five  to  twelve  the 
choir  sang  "Silent  Night."  The  Midnight  Mass 
folloAved  and  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  came  a^gain  to 
earth  to  find  a  warm  welcome  in  many  happy 
hearts. 

When  celebrations  were  over  and  greetings  ex- 
changed we  .set  out  for  home  and  prepared  a  Christ- 
mas lunch  for  all  who  had  been  to  Midnight  Mass. 


On  Christmas  morning  we  were  privileged  to  have 
three  Masses  in  the  hou.se. 

Christmas  dinner  was  served  at  five  o'clock.  In 
the  evening  girls  and  Sisters  sat  aroiuid  the  fire- 
place, singing  carols  and  telling  stories  of  i)ast 
Christmases.  At  ten  o'clock  tea,  sandAviches  and 
cake  Avere  served. 

The  remainder  of  the  Aveek  was  spent  in  filling 
stockings  and  completing  preparations  for  the  chil- 
dren's party.  In  the  toe  of  each  .stocking  was  placed 
a  fcAV  nuts;  then  came  the  big  red  apple;  next  a 
paper  cone  filled  Avith  candy ;  then  an  orange ;  more 
candy  and  nuts ;  a  popcorn  ball  or  choeolate  bar ;  a 
toy  for  the  little  ones  or  a  gift  for  older  children . 
On  the  evening  of  the  party  Santa  Claus  AA^as  there 
in  all  his  AAdiiskers,  and  the  children  Avere  on  their 
toes  to  receive  a  stocking  and  handshake  from 
Santa.  One  little  boy  said  he  Avas  going  to  be  Santa 
Avhen  he  grew  up,  but  he  would  keep  all  the  toys  for 
himself  instead  of  giving  them  away.  Hot  cocoa, 
AAath  cake  and  fancy  sandwiches  were  served  and 
carols  Avere  sung  by  the  children  as  a  fitting  close 
to  the  party. 

After  this  party  Avas  over,  the  Sisters  filled 
stockings  for  the  old  ladies  at  the  City  Home.  These 
stockings  were  made  similar  to  the  children's,  but 
the  contents  Avere  a  little  different!  Instead  of  toys 
there  Avere  eatables  that  old  ladies  Avould  appreciate. 

S.O.S. 


Happiness  of  heart  can  no  more  be  attained 
Avithout  God  than'  the  light  and  sunshine  can  be 
luul  Avithont  the  sun. 

Love  suffering  on  Calvary  is  far  higher  than  love 
gloAving  Avith  excitement  on  Mount  Thabor. 

*     #  * 

God  has  a  fcAv  of  us  to  Avhom  He  whispers  in 
the  ear ;  the  rest  may  reason  and  Avelcome. 
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JANUARY,  1947 


At  Christian  Island 


The  Fall  Fair 

Christian  Island  Fall  Fail',  which  since  1930  has 
been  an  annnal  event,  was  held  on  Sept.  10th  and 
11th.  It  is  one  of  the  most  popular  affairs  in  the 
district.  Early  morning  rains  and  gales  almost 
.spelled  "finis"  to  the  event  this  year.  The  waters 
of  Georgian  Bay  were  so  rough  that  the  owner>s  of 
the  S.S.  City  of  Dover,  Midland,  decided  to  cancel 
the  excursion  to  the  Island. 

On  arrival  of  the  boat  from  Penetang— the  S.S. 
Fairmile—the  crowd  who  were  gathered  at  the  dock, 
led  by  Chief  Marsden,  marched  behind  the  Christ- 
ian Island  Indian  Band  to  the  Town  Hall. 

The  Fair  was  officially  opened  by  \Ym.  R.  Rob- 
in.son,  of  Midland,  M.P.  for  Simcoe  East.  He  spoke 
briefly,  as.suring  the  Indians  of  his  special  interest 
in  their  needs.  Mr.  Henry  Gautier,  the  popular 
Indian  agent,  proved  most  efficient  in  keeping  the 
activities  of  the  Fair  running  smoothly  and  on 
schedule. 

Among  the  many  exhibits,  consisting  of  farm 
produce,  livestock,  baking  and  pa.stry  and  Indian 
handicraft,  was  the  school  exhibit,  prepared  by  the 
pupils  during  the  year.  Many  first  prizes  were 
won  by  the  pupils  for  their  excellent  work,  the 
judges  finding  it  difficult  to  choose  the  winners. 
Among  the  Girls'  Exhibits  were  dresses  and  other 
wearing  apparel,  needlework  and  quilting.  Those 
winning  first  prizes  were  Helen  Copegog,  Glenora 
King  and  Angeline  Copegog.  Included  in  the 
numerous  articles  exhibited  by  the  boys  were  break- 
fast trays,  door-stops,  garden  sticks  and  tie-racks. 
First  prize  winners  were  Wilmer  McCue  and  Harold 
Copegog. 

Many  contests  were  held  dviring  the  afternoon. 
A  beauty  contest,  in  which  Lila  King  was  the 
winner,  and  a  Baby  Contest,  with  Margai^et  King 
winning  fir.st  honours  and  Glenda  Sylvesta  com- 
ing in  second,  proved  very  popular. 

Among  the  sports  for  men  the  most  interesting 
War  between  the  Indians  and  palefaces.  In  the 
Tug-of-War  the  Indians  easily  outdid  their  oppo- 
nents in  two  straight  pulls.  Following  the  sports 
a  special  fish  supper  was  served,  after  which  the 
Indians  joined  their  Penetang  brethren  in  a  soft- 
ball  game.  A  dance  in  the  village  hall  brought  to 
a  close  the  Fall  Fair  for  1946. 

Women's  Club 

AVe  (the  Sistei-s)  have  inaugurated  a  Club  for 
the  Indian  women.  Some  of  the  members  wanted 
to  hold  the  meetings  in  the  afternoon  and  others 
wanted  them  in  the  evening,  but  as  they  did  all 
their  discussing  in  Ojibway  we  were  not  much 


wiser  when  they  were  through.  However  after 
lunch  was  served  they  went  home  very  happy  that 
they  had  formed  a  Club.  The  Sisters  then  dis- 
cussed the  problem  in  English  and  the  result  was 
that  those  who  wish  to  come  in  the  afternoons 
]ueet  on  Wednesday  afternoons  to  sew  and  knit, 
and  those  who  wish  to  come  in  the  evening  come 
on  IMonday  at  7.30  p.m. 

Hallowe'en  Party 

On  the  Wednesday  before  All  Saints  there  was  a 
Hallowe'en  Party.  Four  men  who  are  musical  pro- 
vided an  orchestra  for  us.  The  opening  song  was 
"0  Canada,"  after  which  the  party  lined  up  in 
costume  and  the  orchestra  played  a  march.  After 
the  parade  prizes  were  given  to  those  who  had  the 
prettiest,  funniest  and  most  original  costumes.  The 
programme  consisted  of  Hallowe'en  games  and  a 
Irea.sure  hunt.  The  School  children  made  the 
in^^tations. 

They  Work  For  Their  Cookies 

We  cannot  help  loving  the  children.  They  are 
full  of  pranks  but  not  destructive  or  bold.  They 
come  to  the  kitchen  door,  asking  for  cookies.  Sister 
M.  taught  them  the  proper  way  to  ask.  Friday  after 
school  ten  of  the  pupils  came,  accompanied  by  a 
number  of  wee  ones.  We  were  busy  preparing  to 
varnish  our  sitting  room  floor,  so  Si.ster  O'Connor 
chased  them  and  said:  "You  can't  have  cookies 
unless  you  clean  up  the  yard."  They  all  ran  away 
and  WQ  went  downstairs  to  find  the  varnish.  In 
about  five  minutes  we  heard  the  tramping  of  many 
feet  above  us  and  we  thought  surely  our  cookie  box 
w(mld  be  empty.  We  came  up  a,s  fast  as  we  could 
and  there  was  the  whole  tribe  of  little  ones,  each 
holding  a  small  chip  of  Avood,  or  a  piece  of  soiled 
paper.  They  were  so  proud  they  had  cleaned  up 
the  yard  and  they  were  waiting  for  the  big  reward ! 
What  could  we  do,  but  take  each  chip  and  give  them 
the  desired  cookies ! 

S.O.S. 


RENEW  YOUR  SUBSCRIPTION 
AND  HELP  THE 
SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 
TO  PRESERVE  THE  FAITH 
IN  CANADA 
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HE  FIELD  AFAl? 


Mission  Intention  for  the  Month  of  January,  1947 


Unity  of  East  and  West  Through 
Christian  Principles 

World  War  II  unwittingly  fused  tlie  strongest 
link  in  the  chain  of  unity  binding  ea^st  and  west 
together  although  the  bickerings  of  U.N.  meetings 
now  threaten  to  sever  it  completely.  The  men  in 
our  armed  forces  discovered  that  Christianity  was 
not  the  prerogative  of  tlie  white  man  alone ;  it 
was  a  treasure  held  in  liigh  esteem  by  the  natives 
of  Africa,  Oceania,  Japan  and  China.  With  that 
knowledge  came  a  greater  respect,  a  wider  under- 
standing of  the  peoples  of  all  races,  united  through 
the  bond  of  belief  in  Christianity. 

However,  unless  Christianity  ha^s  a  foothold  in 
the  nations  of  the  East  as  well  as  those  in  the  West 
the  basis  of  unity  does  not  exi'St.  It  is  for  this 
reason  that  the  Holy  tSee  views  with  alarm  tlic 
communistic  encroachment  in  China,  Korea,  Yugo- 
slavia and  the  once  staunch  Catholic  nationts  of 
Europe.  The  disciples  of  ^Marxist  principles  have 
no  space  in  their  programs  for  indoctrination  of 
beliefs  taught  by  Jesus  Christ.  Ilis  name  is 
anathema  to  them  and  His  followers  are  tlieir 
greatest  stvunbling  blocks  to  progress. 

With  almost  prophetic  vision  His  Holiness  opens 
the  New  Year,  tlie  turning  point  in  world  hi.story, 


A\ith  a  plea  for  "unity  of  east  and  west  through 
Christian  principles."  He  knows  with  almost  super' 
natural  clarity  that  wdthout  Christian  principles 
there  can  be  no  lasting'  peace.  As  he  stated  in  hi.s 
broadcast  to  America  on  October  26th  last,  "Men 
gather  to  enact  laws  of  people,  or  with  the  praise- 
worthy pui'pose  of  lifting  their  fellowmen  out 
of  the  morass  of  mi.sery  and  despair  seeded  by  in- 
justice while  they  deliberately  exclude  recognition 
of  the  supreme  law--givei-  and  universal  sovereign, 
yet  the  only  True  God  is  no  less  real  for  all  that. 
And  if  He  has  given  to  His  creature,  man,  spiritual 
capacity  to  deliberate  and  wilfully  to  act.  He  will 
most  certainly  demand  of  him  a  strict  accounting 
of  his  thoughts  and  conduct." 

To  insure  the  longed-for  unity  it  luiglit  be  Avell 
to  consider  at  this  time  the  promi.ses  made  by  Our 
Lady  during  her  miraculous  appearance  at  Fatima. 
She  requested  the  world  to  repent  of  its  sins,  recite 
the  Rosary  daily,  receive  Holy  Communion  on  the 
first  Saturday  of  five  coiisecutive  months.  These 
might  constitute  the  basis  for  worthw'hile  New 
Year  resolutions  which,  through  united  effort, 
might  restore  Christ  to  the  world  in  1947. 

Right  Rev.  Monsignor  Thomas  J.  McDonnell, 
National  Director, 

The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 


DEOISlOX  or  rHARACTKIl  AVILL  OFTEN  GIVE  TO  AN  INPEllIOH  MINI)  (  O.MMAM)  OVER  A  SUPERIOR. 
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THE  DIGNITY  OF  SERVICE 


WHEN  (iod  walked  aiiioug  men  as  one  of 
them,  He  chose  to  serve.  "I  am  in  your 
midst  as  one  who  serves,"  He  told  His 
Apostles  at  th^e  Last  Supper.  He  had  just  knelt  to 
wash  their  feet.  Behold  the  tremendous  dignity  of 
man  when  God  kneels  before  him.  Here  Ave  have 
Service,  a  voluntary  serving^  from  the  motive  of 
love.  Then  was  service  raised  above  liberty  by 
the  God  who  made  all  men  free  with  the  freedom 
of  the  sons  of  God.  This  Avas  the  beginning  of 
Divine  Service. 

We  .still  use  the  term  that  "Services  will  be 
held — "  Who  is  sei"ving  Avhom  in  these  services? 
True,  in  the  Church's  varied  liturgy  we  humbly 
acknoAvledge  our  dependence  on  God  and  His 
sovereign  dominion  over  us.  But  Avhat  can  ,God 
gain  by  such  a  confession?  All  things  are  His 
whether  we  admit  it  or  not.  In  the  Divine  Ser- 
vices it  is  God  who  really  retains  His  role  as  "one 
who  serves."  Li  the  Mass,  as  at  the  Last  Supper, 
it  is  the  faithful,  living  and  dead,  who  are  served 
by  the  Master. 

What  are  our  Churches  but  real  "Servi- 
ceutres",  to  which  Ave  can  bring  our  Avorld-Aveary 
souls  for  repairs  and  refreshments  along  the  hard 
highAvay  of  life?  What  does  He  do  there  all  the 
day  long  through  the  lonely  nights  except  Avait 
for  us,  constantly  alert  for  any  Aveary  pilgrims 
to  give  them  service?  When  Martha  complained 
that  she  Avas  left  alone  to  serve,  she  forgot  that 
while  she  Avas  serving  the  Master,  He  Avas  occu- 
pied in  serving  her  sister  Mary.  While  Martha 
was  preparing  a  meal  for  Jesus,  He  Avas  serving  a 
delightful  feast  to  Mary. 

Millions  Who  Serve 
So  Service  Avas  sanctified  by  the  Saviour  aud 
millions  of  men  and  Avomen  have  foUoAved  tlic 
example  of  the  Master  and  have  devoted  theii' 
lives  to  the  service  of  their  fellowmen,  Lay 
people  Avithout  number  give  freely  of  their  time 
and  effort  in  social  Avork ;  nurses  devote  them- 
selves unstintingly  to  the  sick  and  aged  far  be- 
yond the  call  of  duty.  In  our  OAvn  land  there  are 
38,000  priests,  138,000  Sisters  and  6,600  Brothers 
devoted  to  the  service  of  God  and  of  souls  made 
to  His  image  and  likeness.  The  priests  are  chiefly 
engaged  in  the  "care  of  souls"  in  parishes  and 
teaching;  the  Sistei's  in  class  rooms,  hospitals, 
homes  for  the  aged,  orphan  asyliuns,  etc.;  the 
Brothers  in  teaching  and  performing  office  and 
household  duties  in  the  religious  Orders.  Note 
there  are  merely  6,600  Brothers  'and  138,000 
Sisters,  only  one  Brother  for  every  20  nuns. 
Why?  It  may  be  that  false  concept  of  service 
as  something  degrading,  just  as  all  manual  labour 
was  considered  as  something  servile,  fit  only 


for  slaves,  before  Christ  Avas  raised  in  a  Car- 
penter's home. 

St.  Gerard  Majella,  C.Ss.R. 

Every  year  on  October  16th  Ave  honour  the 
memory  of  a  great  man  dedicated  body  and  soul 
to  Service,  the  Avonder-Avorking  St.  Gerard,  a 
Redemptorist  lay-brother.  What  was  he  in  the 
ej^es  of  the  world  ?  A  nobody !  A  self-effacing, 
tubercular-looking  little  felloAv  Avho  opened  the 
monastery  door  to  those  who  called — beggai's  and 
Dons;  Avho  baked  bread,  served  at  table,  ran 
errands  and  did  as  he  was  told.  You  wouldn't 
give  him  a  second  glance,  just  another  one  of 
the  underpriAileged,  one  of  the  loAvly  type  with- 
out education  and  Avith  absolutely  no  ambition 
in  life  other  than  that  of  serving. 

He  merely  did  as  he  Avas  told ;  performed  simple 
offices  Avith  care  and  thoroughness  as  St.  Paul 
admonished  all  servants;  "Not  seiwing  to  the 
eye  as  pleasers  of  men,  but  as  the  slaA'es  of  Christ, 
give  your  service  Avith  a  good  Avill  as  to  the  Lord 
and  not  to  men."  That  Avas  just  the  point  of  view 
that  made  him  a  Saint.  When  he  did  Avhat  men 
told  him  to  do,  he  Avas  not  serving  men,  but  God 
Himself.  It  Avas  God's  Avill  he  saAv  and  God's  Avill 
he  did  and  that  made  him  the  greatest  of  men  in 
all  the  Avorld.  He  Avas  subject  only  to  Him  who  is 
tlie  Truth  that  makes  men  free. 

Service  With  A  Halo 

Gerard  Ava.s  perfectly  satisfied  to  be  the  "Servus 
SerA'oi'um  Dei."  AVhen  the  Eastern  Patriarchs  be- 
gan to  assume  the  loftiest  titles  and  to  claim 
supremacy  in  matters  of  faith,  the  Popes  simply 
.signed  themselves  "Servant  of  the  SerA'ants  of 
God."  What  could  be  greater  than  that?  If  the 
Master  served  His  servants,  then  Avere  they  not 
claiming  the  highest  honours  by  using  such  a 
title?  So  Gerard  found  happiness  in  doing  the 
chores  of  the  monastery  serving  the  temporal  needs 
of  those  Avho  Avere  God's  Servants. 

And  God  Avas  pleased  Avith  the  humility  of  His 
serA''ant  and  by  his  hands  he  Avituight  so  many  and 
such  extraordinary  miracles  that  fcAv  Saints  on 
I'eeord  have  equalled  him.  Service?  Yes,  service 
Avith  a  smile — not  a  smirk.  A  smile  that  came 
from  the  hidden  depths  of  a  great  soul  who  saw 
in  his  felloAvmen  sons  of  God.  That  is  the  mark  of 
Christian  Sen'ice.  We  are  here  on  earth  to  know, 
love  and  serve  God.  All  men  must  serve  and  there 
are  only  tAvo  masters.  We  must  either  ser\e  God 
and  our  neighbour,  or  serve  self  and  the  devil. 
Diabolical  servitude  or  Divine  Service  is  ours 
for  the  choosing.  What  better  epitaph  could  there 
be  than  the  simple  inscription:  "Gerard  Majella, 
1726-1775.  TAventy-Nine  Years  in  the  Service  of 
God.  "  Heniy  Goetten  in  Perpetual  Help. 
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A  MOTHER'S  CONFIDENCE 

The  following  letter  received  at  one  of  our 
liesidential  Clubs  is  a  treasured  proof  of  the 
trust  reposed  in  our  Sisters: 
Dear  Sisters: 

I  could  not  let  this  occasiou  pass  without  writing 
you  a  few  lines  to  thank  you  for  keeping  Rosemary 
during-  her  stay  in  the  city.  I  did  not  worry  at  all 
about  her,  once  I  knew  she  was  with  you.  I  suffer 
from  arthritis  and  nothing  seems  to  affect  me  as 
much  as  worry.  I  hope  she  was  a  good  girl  and  did 
not  give  you  much  bother.  With  best  wishes  and 
praying  that  you  may  have  success  in  all  your  under- 
takings, I  remain, 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

Mrs.   —  . 


THE  MISSIONARY  SPIRIT 

Nothing  is  truer  than  tliat  the  "lui^ssionary 
spirit"  means  no  other  tiling  than  the  desire  to 
tell  the  story  of  our  Redemption  in  whatever  way 
we  know.  It  can  be  told  by  the  martyr  in  final 
failure;  it  can  be  told  by  the  contemplative  in 
utter  silence;  it  can  be  told  by  the  bitrsar  adding 
up  his  figures;  it  can  be  told  by  the  nursing 
sister  bandaging  her  clients;  it  can  be  told  by  sail- 
ing across  half  the  world  ;  it  can  be  told  by  sitting 
at  hom-e  and  helping  those  who  sail;  The  mission- 
ary spirit  is  nothing  but  the  love  of  Christ  burn- 
ing to  express  itself  in  sacrifice  to  all  mankind. 

T'.  Gavin  Duffy. 


"Lost  time  is  something  that  can  never  be 
found  again." 

^        ^  ^ 

"God  never  shuts  the  door  on  your  hopes,  but 
He  opens  the  door  to  something  better." 
*    *  * 

"Would  that  .some  star  would  shine  this  Christ- 
mas time, 

To  light  the  waj^  from  hatred  and  from  pain, 
To  Peace  and  joy,  to  quietness  sublime, 
And  wise  men  followed,  finding  love  again." 

— R.  Gowland. 


ATTENTION!  MISSION  CIRCLES! 

St.  Patrick's  Mission  Circle  of  Sherbrooke, 
Que.,  has  long  been  a  good  friend  of  our  missions, 
besides  generous  financial  assistance  they  send 
cartons  of  Chi-istmas  Gifts  each  year  to  several 
of  our  rural  missions. 

We  understand  that  the  Christmas  Gifts  are 
nearly  all  made  by  a  Club  of  little  girls  during 
tlieir  summer  holidays.  This  Club  is  sponsored  hy 
the  Mission  Circle,  with  the  idea  of  arousing  an 
interest  in  missionary  activities  in  the  hearts  of 
the  little  ones,  so  that  from  "little  missionary 
helpers"  they  may  grow  into  big  friends  of  the 
missions. 

We  would  like  to  recommend  this  splendid  idea 
to  other  Mission  Circles. 


A  collection  was  being  taken  up  at  the  Sunday 
^ia.sK  for  the  foreign  missions.  The  usher  held  his 
Ik)x  in  front  of  one  individual  at  the  end  of  a  pew, 
but  the  man  .shook  his  head. 

"I  never  give  to  the  missions,"  he  whispered 
1()  the  usiher. 

The  usher  leaned  o^er  and  whispered  in  his 
turn : 

"Then  take  something  out  of  the  box,  sir.  The 
money  is  for  the  heathen." 


tChe  Jf  lelb  at  J|ome 


A  quarterly  publication  in  aid  of  the 
missionary  work  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service 


2  Welleslev  Place 


Toronto 


Subscription  rate    $1.00  Per  Year 


LIVE  WITH  WOI,VES  AND  YOU  WIT.L  LEAKN  TO  HOWL. 
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THE  LEAST  OF  THESE  THREE" 

It  is  only  the  body  that  insists  on  comfort.  The 
mind  is  as  happily  active  in  an  attic  as  in  a  palace 
—  witness  the  -works  of  geniiis  created  in  garrets. 
The  soul  is  as  much  at  home,  perhaps  more  so, 
in  a  .stable  as  in  a  mansion.  Saints  in  all  walks 
of  life  have  given  ample  proof  that  poverty  and 
lack  of  material  comforts  are  a  help  rather  than  a 
liindranee  to  acquiring  union  with  God.  AVhy, 
then,  should  we  spend  so  much  time  and  effort  in 
procuring  what  ministers  only  to  the  body,  which, 
after  all,  is  "the  least  of  the.se  three." 

9P 

Kee])  a  spare  corner  in  your  mind  always  with 

which  to  'Show  ho.spitality  to  the  opinions  of  others. 
*    *  * 

The  two  most  impoi-tant  muscles  of  the  body  not 
controlled  by  the  brain  are  the  heart  and  the 
tongue.   

SWALLOWS   LEAVE   CAPISTRANO  AGAIN 
ON  SAN  JUAN'S  DAY 

SAN  JUAN  CAPISTRANO,  Cal.— (Feast  of 
San  Juan  Capistrano),  O'ct.  23rd. — The  swallows 
of  the  old  Franciscan  Mission  here  celebrated  the 
name  day  of  the  Franciscan  Friar  whose  prayers 
and  miracles  turned  back  the  Turks  from  Hungai-y 
in  the  15th  century  in  their  traditional  way,  fly- 
ing out  to  sea  at  dawn. 

The  swalloW'S  of  Capi.straiio,  famous  in  song  and 
story,  have  done  this  for  167  years,  and  the 
^■illagers  look  for  them  to  return  from  their 
unknown  destination  next  spring,  as  they  tdway.s 
have  in  the  past,  on  the  Feast  of  St.  Joseph, 
March  19.   

FORGIVE  AND  FORGET 

"If  a  bad  man  offend  thee,  forgive  him,  lest 
there  be  two  bad  men,"  says  St.  Augustine.  Most 
people  forgive  very  reluctantly.  Some  pride  them- 
selves on  never  forgiving  an  injury.  People  of 
this  type  sentence  those  who  offend  them  to  a  life- 
time of  cool  dislike  or  hatred,  and  they  even  feel 
themselves  •strong-minded  in  their  ability  1o  hold 
on  to  a  grduge. 


WHY? 

"We  all  are  blind  until  we  see 
That  in  the  human  plan, 
Nothing  is  worth  the  making 
If  it  does  not  make  the  man. 

"Why  build  these  cities  glorious 
If  man  unbuilded  g^'oes? 
In  vain  we  build  the  world  unless 
The  builder  also  grows." 


MONEY  CANNOT  BUY 

The  late  George  Horace  Lorimer,  for  yeai's 
Editor  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Post,  once  '\\Tote 
these  words :  "It  is  a  good  thing  to  have  money 
and  the  things  money  can  buy,  but  it  is  good, 
too,  to  check  up  once  in  a  while  and  make  sure 
you  haven't  lost  the  things  that  monej'  can't 
buy.'" 

The  things  that  money  can't  buy  would  make 
a  long  list — here  are  some  of  them : 

— ^loney  can't  buy  real  friendship — friendship 
must  be  earned. 

— Money  can't  buy  a  clear  conscieuce — square 
dealing  is  the  price  tag. 

— IMonej'  can't  buy  happiness — happiness  is 
a  mejital  attitude  and  one  may  be  as  happy  in 
a  cottage  as  in  a  mansion. 

— ilonej^  can't  buy  sunsets,  singiug  birds' 
and  tlie  mxisic  of  the  wind  in  the  trees — these 
are  as  free  as  the  air  we  breathe. 

Make  a  further  list.  You  will  discover  that 
among  the  things  that  money  can't  buy  are  some 
of  the  most  valuable  trea.sures  life  has  to  offer. 
It  is  good  to  clieck  up  now  and  then  to  be  sure 
we  are  not  missing  these  things. 

(Fi'om  the  St.  De  Lasalle  Auxiliaiy.) 


There  is  no  worship  where  there  is  no  joy;  For 
worship  is  something  more  than  either  the  fear  of 
God  or  the  love  of  Him.   It  is  delight  in  Him. 


HE  WILL  BE  IMMORT.'VL  WHO  LIVETH  TELL  HE   HE  STONED  BV  ()\E  WITHOUT  P.^UliT. 
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EDirORIAL 


REMEMBER  THE  POOR 


THE  COUNCIL  of  Jerusalem  was  about  tu 
finish,  the  momentous  JeeLsioji  to  open  wide 
the  doors  of  the  Church  to  the  Gentiles,  with- 
out obliging  them  to  conform  to  the  observances 
of  the  Jewish  law,  had  been  taken  by  the  Apostles. 
For  the  first  time  the  infallible  Church  had 
spoken:  "It  is  the  Holy  Spirit's  pleasure  and 
ours"  — This  decree  of  the  Council  of  Jerusalem 
stands  as  one  of  the  turning  points  in  the  History 
of  the  Church.  The  universality  of  the  Church  was 
at  stake. 

As  the  Apo.stles  were  leaving  the  assembly  "they 
joined  their  right  hands  with  Barnabas  and  my- 
self," writes  St.  Paul:  "The  Gentiles  were  to  be 
our  province ;  the  circumcised  theirs.  Only  we  ivere 
to  remember  the  poor,  which  is  the  very  thing  I  had 
set  myself  to  do."  (Gal.  3:9-10) 

This  mandate  to  "remember  the  poor"  was  a  fit 
closing  to  that  great  day  when  all  nations  w.^^'e 
assigned  to  the  Apostolate  of  the  Church.  The 
Church,  like  St.  Paul,  has  always  set  herself  to 
remember  the  command  of  the  Apostles.  This  has 
been  the  secret  of  her  universal  apostolate  through- 
out the  world.  In  it  she  always  found  a  renewed 
source  of  inspiration  and  vitality. 

Charity,  the  great  law  of  Jesus  Christ's  gospel, 
reaches  its  apex  when  Christians  help  others  to 
become  and  remain  Christian.  This  is  why  help 
given  to  missionaries,  to  poor  Churches,  is  so  pre- 
cious in  the  eyes  of  God  and  His  Church.  With  it 
"a  door  is  opened  to  Her,  like  to  St.  Paul,  great 
and  evident  notwithstanding  the  strong  forces  that 
oppose  her."  (I  Cor.  xvi.  9) 

When  the  Church  was  in  her  infancy  do  we  not 
see  the  new-born  Catholic  communities  gathering 
alms  to  come  to  the  rescue  of  the  Mother  Church 


of  Jerusalem.  The  great  Apostle  St  Paul  ordered 
each  Christian  "to  put  aside,  on  the  first  day  of 
the  week,  what  he  can  afford  to  spare."  He  him- 
self would  carry  this  collection  to  Jerusalem,  t'rom 
far-off  Ephesus,  Corinth,  Thessalonica,  these  offer- 
ings of  newly-baptized  Christians  flowed  into  the 
treasury  of  the  Church  of  Jerusalem.  This  gener- 
osity of  the  first  Christians  was,  with  the  grace 
of  God,  the  water  that  irrigated  those  deep  and 
rich  furrows  that  had  received  the  first  seeds  of 
Christianity  in  Asia  and  Europe. 

How  refreshing  in  our  materialistic  and  ego- 
tistic age,  to  witness  that  universal  charity  which 
knitted  together  the  new-born  Churches  at  the 
very  dawn  of  Christianity.  Like  a  soft  and  exnilar- 
ating  breeze  it  blows  through  the  pages  of  the  Acts 
of  the  Apostles,  that  beautiful  record  of  the  first 
missions  of  Christ's  Church  upon  earth. 

Over  the  course  of  nineteen  centuries  this  man- 
date of  the  primitive  Church  "Remember  the 
poor"  has  come  to  us  and  is  as  living  today  in  the 
Church  as  in  the  days  of  the  Apostles.  The  sup- 
port given  to  the  missions  all  over  the  world  is  an 
answer  to  this  appeal.  What  would  our  missionaries 
do,  in  the  field  afar  and  in  the  field  at  home,  were 
they  not  supported  by  the  Catholics  at  large  1  How 
could  they  live,  how  covild  they  build  churches, 
support  catechists,  erect  schools,  orphanages 
and  hospitals?  To  do  all  this,  and  at 
times  under  the  most  trying  conditions,  they 
are  at  the  mercy  of  the  sympathy  and  liberality 
of  our  Catholic  people.  Happily  the  Catholic 
heart  has  a  warm  spot  for  the  missions  of  the 
Church.  The  generosity  of  its  response  is  really 
marvellous. 
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Wliere  do  donations  come  from?  Not  from  the 
■wealthy.  One  hardly  sees  a  substantial  bequest  left 
to  Catholic  missions.  The  rich  are  too  preoccupied 
with  their  own  pleasure  and  comfort  to  thinK  of 
the  poverty  of  a  struggling  missionary.  It  is  the 
aggregate  of  small  sums  gathered  from  the  masses 
that  go  to  support  the  apostolic  work  of  the  Church. 
It  is  often  a  case  of  the  poor  helping  the  poor.  Is 
not  this  the  history  of  the  "Propagation  of  the 
Faith,"  of  the  "Holy  Childhood"  and  of  all  other 
missionary  organizations  throughout  the  Church? 

In  1922  the  Sisters  of  Service  were  founded.  To 
help  solve  the  immigration  problem,  to  establish 
hostels,  schools  and  small  hospitals,  catechetical 
correspondence  courses,  for  the  benefit  of  Catholic 
settlers  and  their  children  has  been  the  object  of 
this  missionary  endeavour.  For  twenty-five  years 
we  have  appealed  to  our  Catholic  people  to  help 
them,  for  to  translate  ideas  into  facts  requires 
money.  Their  hearty  resporuse  to  our  request  has 
in  the  past,  as  it  will  in  the  future,  justified  our 
•  trust  in  Divine  Providence.  And  as  far  as  we  are 
concerned,  why  should  we  blush  to  beg  for  those 
Sisters  whose  lives  are  totally  devoted  to  the  ser- 
vice of  the  Divine  Master? 


AMERICA'S  HOUR 

The  Holy  Father  in  a  recent  broadcast  to 
America,  on  the  occasion  of  the  tercentenary 
of  the  Jesuit  Martyrs  made  a  soul-stirring 
appeal  to  America.  "The  Martyrs'  message 
rings  across  your  blessed  country,  so  provi- 
dentially spared  the  horrors  of  destruction 
of  other  lands ;  from  coast  to  coast,  from  gulf 
to  the  northern  frontier  and  beyond  it,  it  is 
heard.  Let  men  pause  and  hearken  to  its 
appeal.  IT  IS  AMERICA'S  HOUR.  THE 
MISSIONS  AWAIT  THE  RESPONSE! 

May  the  youth,  that  American  youth  al- 
ways so  ready  and  eager  to  throw  themselves 
wholeheartedly  into  every  worthy  and  noble 
venture,  for  whom  obstacles  are  but  a  chal- 
lenge to  their  courage,  may  they  seize  the 
torch  of  faith  lighted  by  you  in  the  wilder- 
ness and  carry  it  full-flaming  to  the  ends 
of  the  earth." 


Unless  the  Seed  Die 

Unless  the  grain,  of  wheat  falling  into  the  earth 
die,  itself  remaineth  alone,  hut  if  it  die  it  hringeth 
forth  nmch  fruit.  These  are  the  words  of  Our  Lord 
Himself,  and  how  consoling  they  should  be  to  those 
of  us  who  struggle  painfully  under  a  sense  of  use- 
lessness  and  failure.  "Would  it  not  seem  that  Our 
Lord  is  speaking  directly  to  souls  who,  although 
they  long  to  do  great  things  for  Him,  seem  to  meet 
with  little  apparent  success? 

Unless  the  grain  of  reheat  die!  We  must  look  on 
ourselves  as  the  grain  of  wheat.  It  is  not  pleasant 
for  the  seed  to  be  buried  in  the  dark  cold  earth, 
and  it  is  not  easy  for  any  of  us  to  be  buried  in  the 
dark  obscurity  created  by  coldness  and  lack  of  in- 
terest on  the  part  of  friends,  by  repeated  failure 
in  spite  of  our  best  efforts,  by  the  feeling  that  we 
are  of  little  or  no  service.  No,  we  do  not  enjoy 
being  buried,  especially  when  it  is  a  case  of  being 
buried  alive. 

Unless  the  grain  of  wheat  falling  into  the*  earth 
die!  Even  burial  is  not  enough.  After  it  is  buried, 
the  grain  of  wheat  must  die.  Death  is  not  a  pleasant 
process,  but  according  to  the  laws  of  nature  for 
the  seed,  death  is  the  condition  for  bringing  forth 
f  I'uit.  Even  so  with  us.  To  be  buried  is  not  enough. 
We  must,  if  we  are  to  bring  forth  fruit,  die  com- 
pletely to  self.  Who  will  say  that  this  is  easy  ?  Easy 
to  say,  perhaps,  and  easy  to  write!  But  only  one 
who  has  never  tried  it  will  claim  it  is  easy  to  en- 
dure! No,  death  is  not  easy,  but  remembrance  of 
Christ's  promise  should  give  us  courage  to  face 
this  mystic  death. 

If  it  die  it  hringeth  forth  much  fruit.  The  seed 
dying  slowly  in  the  dark,  damp  earth,  little  rea- 
lizes what  abundant  life  will  spring  out  of  its 
disintegration  and  destruction.  Often  we,  too,  are 
so  blinded  by  the  death-agony  of  self  that  we  fail 
to  remember  the  promise— "If  it  die  it  bringeth 
forth  much  fruit."  Unlike  the  .seed,  which  merely 
follows  the  processes  of  Nature,  we  have  faith  in 
the  lesson  of  a  Divine  Teacher.  The  tragedy  is  that 
we  so  seldom  remember  and  thus  straggle  along 
alone  in  the  darkness,  when  we  might  be  happy 
and  at  peace— resting  in  His  assurance  that  in 
due  season  much  fruit  will  result  from  the  death 
and  burial  of  self.  AYhen  darkness  and  dreariness 
descend  upon  us,  when  we  are  plunged  into  the 
cold  depths  of  desolation,  when  we  agonize  In  the 
death-throes  of  self,  what  a  source  of  uplift  and 
encouragement  we  should  find  in  those  words  of 
the  Ma.ster:  "If  it  die  it  hringeth  forth  mxich 
fruit." 


All  souls  who  live  an  interior  life  are  destined 
to  find  themselves — sometimes  more,  sometimes 
les-9,  but  always— marked  out  for  suffering.— Father 
Plus,  S.J. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


THE  PLEASURES   OF  LIFE 

We  do  not  know  a  nation  until 
we  know  its  pleasures  of  life,  just 
as  we  do  not  know  a  man  until  we 
know  how  he  spends  his  leisure.  It 
is  when  a  man  ceases  to  do  the 
things  he  has  to  do,  and  does  the 
things  he  likes  to  do,  that  his  char- 
acter is  revealed.  It  is  when  the 
repressions  of  society  and  business 
are  gone  and  when  the  goads  of 
money  and  fame  and  ambition  are 
lifted,  and  man's  spirit  wanders 
where  it  listeth,  that  we  see  the  in- 
ner man,  his  real  self.  Life  is  harsh 
and  politics  is  dirty  and  commerce 
is  sordid,  so  that  it  would  often  be 
unfair  to  judge  a  man  by  his  public 
life.  For  this  reason,  I  find  so 
many  of  our  political  scoundrels  are 
such  lovable  human  beings,  and  so 
many  of  our  futile  bombastic  col- 
lege presidents  extremely  good  fel- 
lows at  home.  In  the  same  way,  I 
think  the  Chinese  at  play  are  much 
more  lovable  than  the  Chinese  in 
business.  Whereas  the  Chinese  in 
politics  are  ridiculous  and  in  society 
are  childish,  at  leisure  they  are  at 
their  best.  They  have  so  much  lei- 
sure and  so  much  leisurely  jovial- 
ity. This  chapter  of  their  life  is  an 
open  book  for  anyone  who  cares  to 
come  near  them  and  live  with  them 
to  read.  There  the  Chinese  are  truly 
themselves  and  at  their  best,  be- 
cause there  they  show  their  best 
characteristic,  geniality. 

(Chinese  Author) 


THE  PEOPLE  WANT  PEACE 

The  people  want  peace,  and  their 
instinct  is  sure  when  they  sense 
that  in  the  Atomic  Age  no  nation, 
however  powerful,  can  live  unto  it- 
self alone. 

The  people  want  peace,  and  their 
instinct  is  sure  when  they  sense 
there  can  be  no  peace  in  an  anarchy 
of  conflicting  national  sovereignties. 

The  people  want  peace,  and  their 
instinct  is  sure  when  they  sense 
that  the  road  to  some  measure  of 
world  government  is  the  road  to 
their  goal. 

Sure,  there  are  obstacles.  Sure, 
there  are  hazards.  There  may  even 
be  further  punishment  along  the 
way.  But  there  can  be  no  peace 
unless  there  is  a  will  to  peace. 

And  let  us  not  forget  that  the 
will  to  peace,  like  charity,  begins 
at  home. 

iMaclean's  (Nov.,  1946) 


A  PIECE  OF  PIE  FOR  EVERYONE 

"A  pie  is  the  usual  figure  when 
it  comes  to  discussing  the  indus- 
trial wealth  of  a  country.  This  is 
only  so  big  and  has  to  be  divided 
between  capital,  management  and 
labor.  Capital  gets  its  share  in  divi- 
dends, management  its  share  in  sal- 
aries and  bonuses,  and  labor  gets  its 
share  in  wages."  Organized  labor 
has  demanded  a  bigger  piece  of  the 
pie  and  has  very  often  struck  to 
get  it.  What  has  been  at  the  root 
of  all  the  industrial  strife  is  the  re- 
fusal of  capital  and  management 
to  be  content  with  a  lesser,  though 
adequate,  piece  of  the  pie." 

"The  Sign"  (Nov.,  1946) 


INSEPAKABLE 

If  the  world  wanted  a  non-con- 
troversial aspect  of  'Christianity,  it 
would  probably  select  Christmas. 
Yet  it  is  obviously  bound  up  with 
what  is  supposed  to  be  a  contro- 
versial aspect.  (I  could  never  at  any 
stage  of  my  opinions  imagine  why), 
the  respect  paid  to  the  Blessed  Virg- 
in. When  I  was  a  boy,  a  more 
Puritan  generation  objected  to  a 
statue  upon  a  parish  church,  repre- 
senting the  Virgin  and  the  Child. 
After  much  controversy,  they  com- 
promised by  taking  away  the  Child. 
One  would  think  this  was  even  more 
corrupted  with  mariolatry,  unless 
the  mother  was  counted  less  dang- 
erous when  deprived  of  a  sort  of 
weapon.  But  the  practical  difficulty 
is  also  a  parable.  You  cannot  chip 
away  the  statue  of  a  mother  from 
all  around  that  of  a  new-born  child. 
You  cannot  suspend  the  new-born 
child  in  mid-air;  indeed  you  can- 
not have  a  statue  of  a  new-born 
child  at  all.  Similarly  you  cannot 
suspend  the  idea  of  a  new-born 
child  in  the  void  or  think  of  him 
without  thinking  of  his  mother; 
you  cannot  visit  the  child  without 
visiting  the  mother;  you  cannot  in 
common  human  life  approach  the 
child  except  through  the  mother. 
If  we  are  to  think  of  Christ  in  this 
aspect  at  all,  the  other  idea  follows 
on  as  it  follows  in  history.  We  must 
either  leave  Christ  out  of  Christ- 
mas, or  Christmas  out  of  Christ,  or 
we  must  admit,  as  we  admit  it  in  an 
old  picture,  that  those  holy  heads 
are  too  near  together  for  the  halves 
not  to  mingle  and  to  cross. 

G.  K.  Chesterton 


MARY  IN  THE  BIBLE 

"Through  the  tangled  skein  of 
the  pages  of  the  Bible  runs  a  single 
golden  thread;  between  these  soiled 
pages,  now  and  again,  a  pressed 
flower  that  has  lost  neither  its  col- 
our nor  its  sweetness.  That  thread, 
that  flower,  is.  the  mention,  by  type 
and  analogue,  of  her  whom  all  gen- 
erations of  Christendom  have  called 
Blessed,  the  Virgin  of  Virgins,  the 
Queen  of  Heaven,  the  holy  Mother 
of  God."  (Ronald  Knox) 


THE  MISSIONARY  SPIRIT 

The  missionary  spirit  is  not  a 
virtue  of  supererogation  expected 
of  the  chosen  few.  This  spirit  and 
the  Catholic  spirit  are  one  and  the 
same  thing  .  .  .  One  is  not  genu- 
inely interested  in,  and  devoted  to, 
the  Church  unless  one  is  interested 
and  devoted  to  its  universality;  that 
is,  to  its  taking  root  and  flourishing 
everywhere  on  the  earth. — Pius  XII. 


OLD  ERRORS  WITH  NEW 
NAMES 

The  dictators  and  the  writers 
and  the  revolutionists  who  are 
playing  hob  with  our  generation 
are  really  masters  of  the  obsolete. 
They  have  to  go  back  two  thou- 
sand years  and  more  for  their 
"new"  ideas.  Their  revolution  in 
politics  and  morals  are  blind  ef- 
forts to  turn  back  the  clock,  not 
a  few  hours,  but  by  a  slight  matter 
of  some  twenty  centuries.  Out  of 
the  grave-yards  of  antiquity  they 
have  resurrected  their  ideologies. 
The  weapons  of  war  they  handle 
may  seem  of  recent  patent;  the 
hates  and  the  greeds  that  forge 
those  weapons  are  of  a  vintage 
clearly  stamped  B.C.  And  the 
louder  they  proclaim  their  up-to- 
the-minuteness,  the  more  certain 
you  can  be  that  their  philosophies 
smell  of  the  tomb  and  their  prac- 
tices are  redolent  of  the  charnel 
houses  of  ancient  Babylon,  de- 
funct Egypt  and  vanished  Rome. 

All  their  "ideas"  go  back  to  the 
stodgy,  conservative,  retrogressive 
days  before  the  revolution  that 
we  know  as  Christianity. 

(Daniel  Lord,    S.J. — In  "Our 

Lady  in  the  Modern  World.") 
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'Ih 


ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Days  in  His  Company 


ON  THE  evening  of  January  24th  the  for- 
tunate Sisters  assigned  to  make  the  annual 
mid-winter  Retreat  gathered  in  our  Novitiate 
chapel  for  the  initial  Conference  by  the  Retreat 
Master,  Reverend  J.  Dwyer,  C.Ss.R. 

To  secure  the  guidance  of  the  Holy  Spirit  for 
both  retreatants  and  retreat  master,  the  "Veni 
Creator"  was  sung.  The  opening  Conference  fol- 
lowed, the  first  word'S  of  which  were  an  invitation 
to  the  listeners  to  take  a  journey  with  Our  Lord 
to  Emmaus  and  to  talk  familiarly  with  Him  by 
the  way. 

Preserving  this  central  idea  through  conferences 
and  meditations,  for  eight  memorable  days  Father 
incited  us  to  closer  and  closer  companionship  with 
Jesus.  Like  the  original  travellers  to  Emmaus,  we, 
too,  felt  ' '  our  hearts  burn  within  ns ' '  as  He  talked 
with  us  by  the  way.  Father's  method  of  making  the 
meditation  a  direct  "heart-to-heart"  talk  with 
Our  Lord  on  the  various  phases  of  His  Life  was 
immeasurably  helpful  in  giving  a  sense  of  "real- 
ness"  to  the  events  pictured  and  in  bringing  home 
the  lessons  so  earnestly  presented  for  our  con- 
sideration. 

The  last  meditation  of  the  Retreat,  on  the  morn- 
ing of  February  2nd,  was  on  the  glorious  Risen 
Life  of  Christ,  and  we  shall  not  soon  forget  the 
soul-stirring  words  with  which  we  Avere  urged  to 
bury  our  selfi.shness  in  all  its  various  manifesta- 


tions, and  to  arise  after  the  Retreat  to  a  new  life  in 
Christ— a  life  which  would  permit  permit  Him  to 
have  such  complete  reign  over  all  our  thoughts, 
words  and  actions  that  we  might  say  truly  with 
St.  Paul:  "I  live,  now  not  I,  but  Christ  liveth  in 
me." 

Immediately  after  this  Conference  Holy  Mass 
was  celebrated  and  the  Retreat  brought  to  a 
close.  At  nine  o'clock  we  were  privileged  to  have  a 
second  Mass  by  the  jVIcst  Reverend  J.  H.  Mac- 
Donald,  Archbishop  of  Edmonton,  who  was  in  the 
city  for  a  few  days  on  his  way  westward. 


BE  A  MISSIONARY— AT  HOME  OR  ABROAD 

We  have  one  faith  to  spread,  both  around  us  and 
in  fields  afar.  This  is  the  one  great  need  now. 
Home  missions  and  foreign  missions  cannot  be 
pigeonholed  separately;  they  are  intimately 
bound  together.  It  is  the  same  work  in  both  cases 
— winning  souls  for  Christ.  They  must  go  hand 
in  hand.  If  one  is  weak,  the  other  is  weak.  If  one 
is  allowed  to  sutt'er,  the  other  is  bound  to  suffer. 
The  answer  to  getting  workers  for  both  fields  is 
the  priest.  For  it  is  he  alone  who  can  effectively 
arouse  those  around  him  to  a  world-wide  outlook 
so  that  they,  in  turn,  will  work  to  spread  their 
faith,  either  at  home  or  abroad.  James  Keller,  M.M. 


WHEN  THERE  IS  ROOM  IN  THE  HEART  THERE  IS  ROOM  IN  THE  HOUSE. 
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Winter  on  Christian  Island 


Snow  and  Ice  Hazards 

SNOW !  and  more  snow ! 
Since  the  15th  of  December,  snow  has  fallen 
almost  every  day,  and  is  still  falling.  Today 
the  3rd  of  March,  we  are  having  one  of  the  worst 
storms  of  the  winter.  Scotty,  our  caretaker,  who 
we  think  is  a  very  good  weather  prophet,  said  dis- 
gustedly the  other  day:  "I  don't  think  it  is  goiflg 
to  stop  snowing  until  July  2. 

While  the  ice-bridge  was  forming  we  were  prac- 
tically isolated.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  one  of 
the  Indians  assured  us  that  the  bay  would  freeze 
over  between  the  9th  and  10th  of  January,  that 
didn't  actually  happen  until  the  end  of  January. 
Everyone  was  beginning  to  wonder  if  the  bay  was 
not  going  to  freeze.  Although  the  weather  was 
cold  enough,  there  were  high  winds  almost  every 
day,  which  broke  up  the  ice  before  it  had  a  chance 
to  freeze  solid.  In  the  middle  of  January  our 
agent,  Mr.  Gautliier,  went  to  Penetang  to  order 
supplies  for  the  Island,  but  by  evening  the  ice  had 
formed  again  on  the  bay  and  he  Avas  unable  to  re- 
turn for  several  days.  Provisions  were  getting 
rather  low,  but  conditions  were  not  as  serious  as 
i-eported  in  the  papers.  The  people's  diet  con- 
sisted chiefly  of  scones  and  oatmeal  porridge,  and 
even  this  was  getting  scarce.  Coal  oil  had  to  be 
rationed— five  cents'  worth  to  each  person.  Just 
at  this  time,  too,  there  was  much  sickness  on  the 
island  and  some  babies  were  in  need  of  medical 
attention,  but  it  was  impossible  for  a  doctor  to  get 
here.  However,  all  came  through  without  serious 
mishap.  After  several  days  Mr.  Gauthier  was  able 
to  get  home  by  crossing  at  the  Lighthouse  which 
is  a  shorter  distance  from  the  mainland,  but  he 
and  his  companions  had  a  very  difficult  and  dan- 
gerous trip  of  over  two  hours. 

By  the  31st  of  January  the  ice  had  formed  suffi- 
ciently to  carry  a  person  walking.  For  several 
days  one  could  see  the  men  returning  from  town 
carrying  their  supplies  or  pulling  them  on  a  hand- 
sleigh.  One  man  who  tried  to  cross  during  a  snow- 
storm was  lost  for  an  hour.  In  another  week  the 
ice  was  safe  enough  for  a  team,  but  the  greatest  dif- 
ficulty was  in  making  the  road  from  Cedar  Point 
to  Lafontaine.  It  had  been  ploughed  out  so  often 
that  the  banks  on  each  side  of  the  road  were  at 
least  fifteen  feet  high.  As  it  could  not  be  opened 
with  the  snow  plough,  they  had  to  wait  until  they 
could  get  a  bulldozer.  We  expected  to  be  without 
mail  for  several  weeks,  but  somehow  the  mail- 
carrier  managed  to  cross  in  a  small  row-boat  on 
tliose  days  when  the  wind  broke  up  the  ice.  Ten 
days  was  the  longest  period  in  which  we  were 
without  mail. 


A  Welcome  "Lift" 

However,  we  find  it  very  difficidt  going  back 
and  forth  through  high  drifts  to  the  Post  Office. 
Sometimes  we  all  but  disappear.  One  very  cold 
night  in  returning  from  the  Post  Office,  one  of  the 
Sisters  became  so  cold  that  she  decided  she  would 
follow  a  road  through  the  bush  where  she  would 
at  least  be  sheltered  from  the  wind,  but  the  farther 
she  went  the  deeper  the  snow  became.  When  she 
had  almost  given  up  hope  of  finding  the  road,  she 
thought  she  heard  sleigh  bells.  Yes,  a  team  was 
coming  behind  her,  and  soon  she  heard  a  voice: 
' '  Would  you  like  a  lift  ?  Just  stay  there  and  I  will 
get  you."  Soon  the  team  was  by  her  side  and  she 
•was  helped  on  the  sleigh.  How  grateful  she  felt ! 
The  Indian  drove  along,  talking  about  the  weather, 
the  snow,  then  about  his  horses  which  he  said  were 
quite  wild,  but  he  was  training  them.  Wild  or  not, 
this  was  much  better  than  trying  to  walk  through 
the  deep  snow.  When  he  reached  his  own  home, 
he  showed  sister  the  best  path  to  take  to  the 
convent.  \ 

Babies  are  Born — and  Babies  Die 

Christian  Island  may  be  isolated,  but  things  do 
happen  here.  Since  the  New  Year  fourteen  babies 
have  been  born,  and  two  have  died.  One  baby  be- 
came ill  suddenly  during  the  night  and  the  great- 
grandfather, who  was  the  prayer  man  here  a  few 
.^  ears  ago,  seeing  that  the  child  was  dying,  bap- 
tized it.  He  also  made  a  little  wooden  coffin  for 
the  baby,  and  as  they  had  no  material  with  which 
to  line  and  cover  it,  one  of  the  women  came  to  our 
convent  to  ask  if  we  could  help.  We  were  able  to 
supply  some  suitable  material  and  what  a  neat 
little  coffin  they  had  when  it  was  finished !  They 
also  asked  for  candlles  to  place  around  the  coffin. 
The  next  afternoon,  the  day  of  the  funeral,  the 
coffin  was  brought  to  the  graveyard  on  a  sleigh.  As 
it  was  a  cold,  stormy  day,  not  many  came  to  the 
cemetery,  but  the  children  went  over  from  school 
and  Sister  tolled  the  bell  while  the  prayer  man 
said  some  prayers  in  Indian. 

The  Priest  Walks— The  Boxes  Eide 

When  Father  Hawkins  was  here  at  Christmas 
he  expected  to  be  back  for  New  Year's,  but  the 
Aveather  made  that  impossible,  and  it  was  not  until 
the  second  week  of  February  that  he  was  able  to 
get  over,  We  told  the  caretaker  of  the  church  that 
we  were  expecting  Father,  but  as  it  was  rather 
stormy  he  thought  it  a  great  joke  that  we  should 
even  think  Father  would  come.  So  sure  was  he  of 
his  own  opinion  that  he  didn't  bother  to  cut  any 
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wood  for  Father's  house.  However,  he  who  laughs 
last  laughs  best,  for  about  'six  o'clock  Saturday 
evening  Father  arrived  Avith  a  load  of  boxes  on 
his  sleigh,  Avhich  Spike,  his  big  dog,  was  drawing. 
Father  and  his  little  dog,  Bijou,  had  to  walk  all  the 
way.  On  the  Friday  following  Ash  Wednesday 
Father  came  a4>ain.  There  are  devotions  in  the 
(liurch  every  Sunday  morning  and  evening,  and 
tliese  are  w^ell-attended.  Bach  Friday  evening  in 
Lent  the  people  come  for  the  Stations  of  the  Cross. 
They  sing  the  "Stabat  Mater"  in  Indian. 

The  men  here  are  quite  busy  this  winter  cutting 
and  hauling  wood.  Although  the  fishing  season 
wasn't  veiy  profitable  this  year,  some  fishing  is 
being  done  through  the  ice. 

Christian  Island  Social  Activities 

On  the  6th  of  January  the  members  of  Catholic 
and  Protestant  churches  had  a  joint  party  in  the 
Community  Hall.  This  is  the  night  on  which  In- 
dian names  are  given  to  children  and  to  anyone 
else  who  wishes.  This  year  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gauthier, 
and  two  public  school  teachers  received  Indian 
names.  The  ceremony  is  rather  interesting.  The 
person  to  Avhom  a  name  is  to  be  given,  stands  on 
the  stage  with  his  spomor,  who  pronounces  the 
name,  gives  several  Indian  war-whoops,  then 
dances  around  the  .stage. 

On  February  13th  the  members  of  St.  Tiieresa's 
Club  held  an  enjoyable  Valentine  Party  at  the 
school.  The  progi-amme  consisted  of  games,  ■sing- 
songs, violin  .solos  and  tap  dancing  by  one  of  the 
pupils  and  her  father.  Everyone  received  a  Val- 
entine from  the  beautifully  decorated  Valentine 
box.    Refreshments  were  provided  by  the  women. 

Socials  are  held  quite  frequently  at  the  llall  to 
raise  funds  for  the  Church.  The  Sewing  Club, 
which  meets  each  week  at  ditf'erent  homes,  is  doing 
good  work.    The  women  are  now  making  layettes. 

Arrangements  are  being  made  for  a  sleigh  ride. 
Following  the  ride,  all  will  gather  at  the  .school 
for  a  bean  supper.  The  women  will  ]irovide  sand- 
wiches and  cakes. 

Sayings  and  Doings  of  the  Children 

The  children  come  regularly  to  school.  They 
love  the  snow  and  some  of  them  are  fortunate 
enough  to  have  dogs  trained  to  draw  them  on  their 
sleds.  What  fun  they  have ! 

One  of  the  young  girls  broke  her  ankle  recently 
and  a  little  boy  came  in  greatly  excited  to  -say  that 
"Edna  broke  his  leg." 

If  the  children  happen  to  hear  an  aeroplane, 
they  all  make  for  the  door,  and  when  it  has  ])assed' 
over,  return  ([uietly  to  their  seats  as  if  nothing  had 
happened. 

One  little  fellow  who  Avas  saying  the  Act  of  Con- 
trition for  sister  said  ;  "0  my  God,  I  am  sorry  you 
are  so  good." 

Lawrence,  our  caretaker  "s  son,  was  telling  us 

DON'T  LET  YOURvSELF  SU 


that  one  of  the  Indians  bought  a  horse  for  nothing. 

The  Nutrition  Division  of  the  Health  and  Wel- 
fare Department  at  Ottawa  sponsored  a  food  con- 
ti'.st,  in  an  attempt  to  create  interest  among  the 
Indian  children  in  "food  for  health."  The  eon- 
test  took  the  form  of  a  poster  on  foods.  Six  of  our 
[)apils  entered  the  contest  and  the  three  best  po.s- 
ters,  chosen  by  a  Board  of  three  judges,  were  sent 
to  Ottawa.  Today  a  cheque  came  for  each  of  the 
three  pupils. 

As  so  many  of  the  children  have  birthdays  in 
vacation  time,  we  are  planning  to  have  an  "Every- 
body's Birthday  Party"  after  Lent. 

Indians  Show  Interest  in  Sisters'  Welfare 

One  night  we  had  to  take  care  of  three  little 
children  whose  parents  Avere  snowbound  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Bay.  We  finally  got  them  to  bed, 
but  before  they  Avould  go  to  .sleep  w-e  had  to  pro- 
mise to  leave  the  lamp  burning.  The  next  day  one 
of  the  Indians  Avanted  to  know  if  anyone  was 
sick,  as  they  noticed  that  our  light  Ava^s  burning 
ail  night.  Another  said:  "You  had  us  A\^orried  a 
i\:\y  nights  ago.  We  saAv  your  light  on  at  two, 
three  and  four  o'clock,  and  Ave  said  'There's  some- 
thing Avrong  at  the  Sisters!'  " 

S.O.S.,  Christian  Island 


!^ay  not  up  to  yourselves 
treasures  on  earth :  where  the 
rust  and  moth  consume,  and 
where  thieves  break  through 
and  steal.  But  lay  up  to  your- 
selves treasures  in  heaven 
where  neither  rust  nor  moth 
consume  and  where  thieves 
do  not  break  through  norsteal" 
(Matt.VI:19,20) 
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WINTER  IN  THE  WEST 


AS  EVERYONE  knows,  the  past  winter  was 
exceptional  in  mcwt  parts  of  the  country. 
Even  British  Columbia,  ^\hich  usually 
rejoices  in  early  spring  flowers  and  freedom 
fi-om  snow  storms,  had  its  share  of  attention 
from  Old  Man  Winter.  The  Prairie  Provinces, 
as  was  to  be  expected,  .suffered  most  from  the 
snowy  on-slausht.  Letters  from  our  Sisters 
who  are  teaching;-  in  Western  rural  districts 
tell  of  efforts — some  succes-sful,  some  otherwise — to 
continue  their  school  work  in  spite  of  the  elements. 

"Such  a  winter  as  we  have  been  having;!  Last 
winter  was  just  a  pup  in  comparison.  I've  lost 
three  school  days  this  pa^st  month  be.sides  three  or 
four  days  in  which  there  was  almost  no  attendance. 
It's  been  one  blizzard  after  another,  until  it's 
just  one  big  howl, 'especially  since  January  14  and 
1.3,  when  we  had  a  corker— the  worst  in  34  year.s, 
according:  to  the  radio.  The  storm  created  power- 
ful drifts  in  queer  places.  There  is  a  young'  snow 
mountain  extending-  from  our  gate  right  up  the 
driveway,  encircling  the  house  and  continuing  out 
l)ast  the  shelter  belt  (so-called).  This  drift  is  ten 
feet  high  in  places  and  completely  fills  in  the  gar- 
den area,  so  that  the  tall  trees  are  visible  only  from 
their  middle  up  and  the  short  ones  are  not  to  be 
seen  at  all.  The  snow  is  so  thickly  packed  that  we 
cut  it  in  huge  blocks  and  stack  it  beside  the  door. 
Thank  God,  we  put  time  and  th(uight  on  our  winter 
comfort  in  the  fall.  I  really  think  we  would  have 
had  to  get  out  this  winter  if  things,  especially  the 
stove,  had  been  as  they  were  last  year.  We've  had 
36°  this  year  and  blizzards  at  20°  below^,  wdiich  is 
bad.  There  isn't  much  contact  with  the  town  in 
any  way,  and  it'-s  a  great  relief  not  to  be  dependent 
on  it  for  supplies.  Imagine !  Our  first  bad  storm 
was  on  October  7th  and  we  haven't  been  without 
them,  or  very  cold  weather,  since.  "They  say" 
the  winters  are  going  to  get  worse  and  worse  for 
the  next  five  years ! !  Are  we  planning  to  have 
Eskimos  ready  for  the  missions  by  19,')1  or  '52?'?" 

"Another  blizzard  has  descended  upon  us  from 
almo.st  a  blue  sky.  At  4  o'clock  it  was  clear  out- 
side. At  4.10,  with  one  fierce  blast  it  was  upon  us 
and  last  night  was  awful.  The  wind  must  ha'\'e 
been  35  or  40  m.p.h.  and  the  temiDerature  was  down 
to  30°  below^.  Everything  froze,  even  our  potatoes 
u.pstairs  in  the  cubby  hole.  Snow  actually  came  in 
through  the  walls,  especially  in  the  basement. 
There  are  little  piles  of  it  where  we  have  never  seen 
it  before.  You  should  have  heard  the  cross  on  the 
roof  swishing  back  and  forth.  I  expected  to  hear 
it  go  cra'shing  at  any  moment.    Of  course  there 


was  no  thought  of  school.  One  couldn't  even  see 
as  far  as  the  fence.  There  hasn't  been  any  out- 
going or  in-coming  since  last  Thursday.  The 
chimney  loses  a  few  bricks  with  every  storm,  so 
we'll  have  to  plan  on  more  repairs  this  summer." 

"We've  had  Mass  only  once  since  Christmas. 
Father  was  to  have  come  yesterday,  but  it  was  too 
stormy.  About  one  o'clock  all  the  elements  broke 
hiose.  If  one  were  not  used  to  it  the  way  the  old 
house  shook  last  night  would  be  frightening.  There 
isn't  a  great  deal  one  can  do  on  these  forced  holi- 
davs,  but  we  usuallv  get  some  sewing  or  knitting 
done." 

"I  suppose  you  have  read  about  the  terrible 
storms  we  have  had  out  here.  One  day  we  didn't 
get  to  school  at  all.  No  one  would  take  their  horses 
out.  I  was  often  out  in  wor.se  storms  in  P.E.I,  and 
if  they  had  given  me  the  horses  I  would  have  gone, 
but  they  wouldn't  trust  me  that  far.  Another  day 
I  had  only  three  pupils.  Baked  beans  were  on 
the  menu  for  lunch,  .so  I  gave  them  some.  The 
little  boy  said:  'This  is  better  than  home."  It  was 
too  stormy  to  go  home  on  Friday  night,  so  I  tra- 
velled with  the  mail  man  Satitrday  morning.  The 
roads  wore  terrible.  The  horses  went  down  several 
times  and  we  had  to  get  out  and  walk  in  snow  to 
our  hips.  It  was  just  like  home  to  me,  and  I  enjoyed 
every  step.  1  am  surely  glad  I  was  brought  up  in 
a  snowy  Province.  They  have  banks  twenty-two 
feet  high  down  there ! !  Here  they  think  eight  feet 
is  terrible. 


The  Sisters  Gather  Snow  for  Water  Siipjily 
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"Growling  Feather"  Comes  to  Town 

ON  JANUARY  1,  1947,  Canadians  thrilled 
with  pride  at  their  new  status  as  citizens. 
Their  pride  was  laudable;  as  year  follows 
year,  Canada's  tremendous  possibilities  become 
more  apparent,  and  development  follows  develop- 
ment from  sea  to  sea.  Occasionally,  however,  some 
incident  occurs  which  brings  us  face  to  face  with 
the  realization  that  our  country  is  still  young, 
and  in  some  sections,  still  in  the  making. 

It  happened  to  us  on  New  Year's  Day,  \vhen 
Growling  Feather  arrived  at  our  door,  bringing 
with  him  a  breath  of  the  West  that  was  "wild  and 
woolly."  His  coming  called  up  visiom  of  vast 
prairie  and  forest  regions  peopled  by  wandering 
tribes  of  red  men;  dotted  here  and  there  with 
Hudson  Bay  trading  posts ;  of  courageous  priests 
and  Sisters  travelling  by  wagon,  by  canoe,  by  foot, 
to  bring  the  good  tidings  of  Christ  and  His  Church 
to  these  abandoned  souls. 

A  full-blooded,  non-Christian  Chippewa  Indian, 
Growling  Feather  is  copper-coloured,  and  has 
coarse  black  hair,  which  rumour  says,  hung  in 
braids  until  recently.  An  encounter  with  a  bear 
some  years  ago.  in  which  he  was  badly  mauled, 
left  him  blind  in  his  right  ej^e  and  with  a  cruel 
scar  on  his  right  cheek.  He  neither  speaks  nor 
understands  English,  and  in  addition,  he  is  quite 
deaf. 

Growling  Feather,  Sagigwan  in  his  own  lan- 
guage, belongs  to  a  band  of  renegade  Chippewa 
Indians.  They  came  originally  from  around  the 
Nordegg  River  some  miles  south  of  Edson.  Recog- 
nizing neither  the  Government  nor  the  Department 
of  Indian  Affairs,  and  having  refused  to  accept 
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treaty,  they  live  a  nomadic  life,  moving  about  from 
one  district  to  another,  killing  off  the  big  game. 
The  Department  of  Indian  Affairs  has  had  the 
Provincial  Government  set  aside  33,000  acres  of 
land  for  them  in  the  vicinity  of  their  old  home. 
This  they  also  refuse  to  accept.  A  law  to  them- 
selves, they  settle  wherever  is  most  convenient, 
without  regard  for  the  rights  of  property  owners 
or  the  law  against  trespassers. 

The  leader  of  this  tribe  is  the  Medicine  Man 
"Red  Bird",  who  rules  with  an  iron  hand.  A  de- 
termined opponent  of  law  and  order,  his  influence 
renders  any  negotiating  by  the  Government  im- 
possible. Were  it  not  for  him,  the  remainder  of  the 
band  might  fall  in  line  with  the  other  Indians, 
accept  treaty,  and  become  wards  of  the  Federal 
Government. 

Doctors  Not  Welcome 

At  present  a  group  of  these  Indians  is  located 
about  50  miles  north-east  of  Edson.  Some  time  ago, 
a  baby  having  died  suddenly,  one  of  our  doctors, 
■who  is  coroner  for  the  district,  thought  it  wise  to 
investigate  the  matter.  Accompanied  by  one  of 
Ihe  R.C.M.P.,  he  started  out  on  what  was  to  be- 
come quite  an  adventure. 

The  camp  is  situated  deep  in  unbroken  bush, 
and  consists  of  ramshackle  huts,  tents  and  an  occa- 
sional lean-to,  made  of  poles  and  the  .skins  of  ani- 
mals. The  burj'ing  ceremony,  according  to  some 
weird  pagan  ritual,  was  about  to  begin  when  the 
visitors  arrived.  They  received  no  sign  of  welcome ; 
on  the  contrary,  the  animosity  of  the  Medicine 
Man  particularly  was  not  even  thinly  veiled.  Both' 
men  and  women  were  dressed  in  skins,  their  faces 
painted  heavily  in  vivid  hues,  and  they 
wore  feathers  in  their  long  braided  hair. 
There  was  a  long  discussion.  The  Medi- 
cine Man  concluded  with  "You,  doctor, 
know  nothing;  I  Medicine  Man,  know 
everything."  However,  a  grudging  per- 
mission to  view  the  body  was  given. 
The  baby,  "Big  Man  Flying  Straw- 
berry" by  name,  was  dressed  in  ordi- 
nary clothes.  Its  face  was  painted 
bright  red,  its  lips  stained  a  deep  blue. 
Under  the  clothing,  chest  and  abdomen 
were  covered  with  a  brilliantly  colour- 
ed dragon-like  design.  The  doctor  men- 
tioned an  autopsy.  It  was  not  a  happy 
suggestion.  The  smouldering  anger  of 
the  Medicine  Man  at  this  intrusion  leapt 


OVER  THE  EDGE  OF  SELF  WE  FIND  GOD. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


into  flame.  He  would  not  allow  it.  The  doctor 
insisted.  At  a  glance  from  the  Medicine  Man,  a 
number  of  nearby  braves,  came  slowly  towards  the 
group,  their  attitude  menacing.  "  I  think  you  had 
better  forget  the  autopsy,  and  let's  get  out  of 
here,"  said  the  Mountie.  This  they  did,  while  the 
Medicine  Man  hurled  maledictions  at  the  doctor, 
and  threatened  to  have  the  policeman  discharged 
from  the  Force. 

He  Likes  Penicillin — For  Others ! 

The  foregoing  may  give  some  idea  of  the  history 
and  habits  of  the  people  from  whom  our  patient 
springs.  He,  however,  belies  the  bad  name  of 
the  rest  of  the  group.  As  a  patient,  he  has  no  peer. 
Of  course,  his  lack  of  English  makes  complaining 
rather  difficult,  but  he  has  a  highly  developed  sign 
language  and  indicates  his  wants  to  us  in  a  way 
that  is  always  eloquent,  and  sometimes  embarrass- 
ing. 

Like  all  men,  he  likes  to  be  fussed  over,  and  we 
do  try  to  give  him  a  little  extra  attention,  because 
of  his  peculiar  position.  His  greatest  plea.sure  is 
in  watching  other  patients  get  Penicillin.  He  had 
it  himself  for  many  days.  Now  as  soon  as  he  sees 
the  syringe  and  needle,  he  smiles  and  chuckles  and 
waves  at  the  poor  victim.  No  doubt  the  height  of 
felicity  for  him  would  be  to  have  eight  patients  in 
the  nine-bed  ward  on  Penicillin,  the  exception 
being  himself. 

Noisy  Visitors 

The  blitz  is  really  on  when  Growling  Feather's 
family  and  friends  come  to  call.  When  shrill  voices 
strike  a  pitch  to  penetrate  deaf  ears,  the  effect  is 
not  too  melodious.  When  these  shrill  voices  are 
shrieking  an  Indian  dialect,  the  effect  is  beyond 
description.  The  first  time  thej^  came,  we  thought 
there  was  a  fight  in  progress.  One  of  the  other 
patients  said,  "We  were  all  ready  to  take  action, 
Sister,  but  nothing  happened." 

Old  Pete  Chippewa  is  Growling  Feather 's  father. 
He  speaks  a  few  words  of  English.  His  hair  hangs 
in  long  braids,  and  he  wears  a  fedora  hat.  The 
effect  is  striking.  Mrs.  Pete  Chippewa  dresses 
in  ordinary  clothes,  but  carries  gifts  to  her  son  in 
a  sack  on  her  back.  They  all  wear  strips  of  untan- 
ned  leather  wrapping  their  legs  from  ankle,  to 
knee. 

And  They  are  Still  Pagan ! 

Growling  Feather's  sojourn  with  us  has  been 
quite  educational  for  the  staff.  Indians  and  half- 
breeds  are  not  a  novelty  in  the  West.  But  we  did 
not  know  that  there  were  pagans  among  them, 
nor  had  we  any  idea  of  their  proximity  to  us.  It  is 
educational  and  interesting  and  a  fan  to  the  flame 


of  our  zeal.  These  souls  who  know  nothing  about 
God,  given  the  opportunity  to  know  Him,  might 
love  and  serve  Him  to  the  everlasting  shame  of  the 
modern  pagans  who  ignore  His  existence  and  flout 
His  laws. 

Yes,  We  Have  It — An  Albee-Comper  Table 

Thus  far  we  have  not  mentioned  the  nature  ol" 
Growling  Feather's  malady.  He  had  a  compound 
fracture  of  the  left  femur,  or  thigh  bone,  the  long- 
est and  strongest  bone  in  the  body.  It  seemed  a 
bit  of  whimsy  that  this  remnant  of  a  primitive  and 
fast-disapearing  race  should  have  his  fracture  re- 
duced on  one  of  the  very  few  Albee-Comper  Ortho- 
pedic tables  in  the  Province.  This  table,  of  which 
V  e  are  justly  proud,  was  recently  presented  to  the 
llaspital  by  our  staunch  friend.  Dr.  Tiffin.  The 
table  is  designed  for  open-surgical  operations,  in 
fracture  and  orthopedic  work,  a-;  well  as  for  the 
u.sual  run  of  closed  reductions.  The  essential  fea- 
tures of  the  operating  table  have  been  adapted, 
and  to  these  are  added  simple  and  efficient  mechan- 
ical innovations  and  facilities  for  accurate  X-Ray 
examinations  before,  during  or  after  the  opera- 
tion. This  combination  gives  many  advantages  for 
the  management  of  every  desired  orthopedic  pos- 
ture, whether  of  the  extremities  or  the  spinal 
Cdlumn  in  open  surgery,  as  well  as  in  closed  re- 
ductions. The  table  is  just  cue  of  the  many  indi- 
cations of  Dr.  Tiffin's  unfailing  and  kindly  interest 
in  the  progress  of  our  Hospital. 


Capability  for  loving  is  the  measure  of  capabil- 
ity for  suff^ering.  A  heart  that  can  love  much  can 
also  suffer  much. 

*    *  * 

We  should  say  to  ourselves  frequenth'  "Dom- 
inus  tecum." 


OUR  CHARACTER  IS  WHAT  WE  WITil^  FOR  WHAT  WE  WILT.  WE  ARE. 
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We  Have  Lost  a  Friend 

Requiescat  in  Pace 


ALTHOUGH  many  weeks  have  gone  by  since 
the  news  of  Cardinal  Villeneuve's  death  was 
flashed  across  the  country,  this  is  our  first 
opportunity  to  express  our  sorrow  and  deep  sense 
of  loss  at  his  passing. 

Numerous  magazines  and  newspapers,  both 
Catholic  and  secular,  have  paid  fitting  tribute  to 
his  greatness  as  a  devoted  Prince  of  the  Church 


membered  with  particular  pride  was  his  statement 
that  although  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  give 
individual  attention  to  all  the  periodicals  received 
by  him,  he  never  failed  to  open  the  "Field  at 
Home"  and  look  through  it  to  see  how  our  missions 
were  progressing. 

A  memory  that  will  always  be  dear  to  the  S.O.S. 
was  the  Cardinal's  visit  to  our  Edson  Hospital. 


and  as  a  loyal  Canadian  whose  influence  was  a 
tremendous  force  for  good  throughout  the  Domin- 
ion. What  others  have  said  so  well  we  shall  not 
try  to  repeat. 

However,  we  do  wish  to  express  our  appreciation 
of  the  late  Cardinal's  interest  in  the  missionary 
activities  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Being  a  mis- 
sionary at  heart,  missions  and  missionaries  of  all 
kinds  were  dear  to  him,  and  we  received  many 
proofs  that  the  Sisters  of  Service  had  a  special 
place  in  his  thoughts  and  prayers.  He  often  en- 
quired concerning  the  progress  of  our  work  and 
there  is  one  incident  Ave  recall  with  justifiable 
pride.  During  the  Missionary  Exhibition  held  in 
Toronto  a  few  years  ago  His  Eminence  visited  the 
Exhibit  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  chatted  with 
the  Sisters  in  his  usual  friendly,  unassuming  man- 
ner.   What  We  (meaning  the  editorial  WE)  re- 


This  we  featured  at  the  time  of  its  occurrence,  but 
there  is  a  little  story  in  connection  with  the  pic- 
ture above  which  shows  tliat  His  Eminence  posses- 
sed the  delightfully  human  and  approachable 
characteristics  of  the  truly  great.  When  the  Su- 
perior at  Edson  Hospital  asked  rather  diffidently 
if  he  would  permit  the  Sisters  to  take  a  snapshot 
of  himself  he  replied,  laughingly:  "Of  course. 
I'm  not  a  'fraid  cat!" 

Another  proof  of  the  Cardinal's  interest  in  the 
Sisters  of  Service  was  his  gift  of  a  complete  auto- 
graphed set  of  all  his  Avritten  works.  This  will  al- 
ways be  a  treasured  souvenir  in  our  Community. 
Truly,  we  have  lost  a  valued  friend  on  earth,  but 
we  are  confident  that  in  heaven  his  prayers  will 
obtain  for  us  and  our  missions  many  graces  and 
blessings. 


GRATITITDE  IS  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  HEART. 


APRIL,  1947 
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Book  Reviews 


SISTERS  OF  MARYKNOLL.  By  Sister  Mary 
de  Paul  Cogau.  Charles  Scribuer's  Sons,  597 
Fifth  Avenue,  New  York.   Pi-ice  $2.50. 

Those  interested  in  the  spreading  of  Christ's 
Kingdom  will  find  reason  for  joy  and  thanks- 
giving in  this  panoramic  view  of  MaryknoU  Sisters 
at  work  in  the  Philippine-s,  China  and  Japan.  The 
stories  of  experiences  in  Los  Banos  Internment 
Camp  and  in  other  situations  calculated  to  try  the 
soul  of  man  or  woman  are  related  simply,  without 
any  pretence  of  heroism,  but  we  who  read  the  "re- 
lations" of  these  brave  missionary  Sisters  can 
easily  discern  the  spirit  of  martyrdom  between  the 
lines.  This  spirit  is  admirably  portrayed  in  tlie 
following  incident,  related  on  page  128:  "A  fright- 
ened catechuman  who  witnessed  the  arrest  of  Sist- 
er Rita  Clare  rushed  to  the  Mission  and  at  the 
gate  reported  breathlessly  to  the  old  catechist : 
'Sister  has  been  taken  and  will  be  hit  to  death.'  To 
which  Mr.  Wu  (the  catechist)  responded  with 
characteristic  imperturbability:  'That  is  not  im- 
portant ;  when  that  Sister  came  here  she  came  with 
the  intention  of  being  martyred.'"  There,  prob- 
ably, lies  the  explanation  of  the  matter-of-'fact, 
even  humorous  way  in  which  the  Sisters  write  of 
privations,  arrest,  imprisonment  and  humiliation. 
When  one  is  wistful  of  martyrdom,  smaller  suifer- 
ings  are  accepted  not  onlv  willingly,  but  cheer- 
fully. 


OUR  NEIGHBORS  OF  THE  ANDES.  By  F.  D. 
David — (World  horizon  series)  price  35  cents. 
Field  Afar  Press,  121  East  39th  St.,  New  York, 
N.Y. 

The  republics  of  Ecuador,  Peru  and  Bolivia  are 
the  interesting  subject  of  this  study  by  Sister 
Mary  Just  (F.  D.  David)  of  Maryknoll.  Their 
geographical,  historical,  political  and  religious 
background  serve  to  place  in  relief  the  missionary 
activities  of  the  Maryknoll  Fathers  and  Sisters. 
To  pick  up  the  threads  of  the  old  Spanish  Padres 
and  to  weave  them  into  the  tapestry  of  a  revitaliz- 
ed Christianity  is  the  noble  ambition  of  these 
sanely  aggressive  missionary  communities.  Their 
program  of  action  is  well  expressed  in  these  words 
of  Father  Lyons,  Avriting  from  their  Puno  mission 
in  Peru :  ' '  We  will  train  our  words  to  the  accents 
of  our  town;  we  will  assimilate  our  thoughts  to 
the  thoughts  of  our  people ;  we  Avill  build  our 
churches  to  blend  with  the  color  and  contour  of 
our  Andean  landscape ;  and  thus  we  shall  become 
an  integral  part  of  Puno." 

To  be  "all  to  all,"  was  not  that  the  sublime,  ideal 
of  St.  Paul,  the  greatest  of  all  Missionaries? 


HOW  THE  PEOPLE  OF  KOREA  LIVE— A  Unit 
of  Study,  by  Marie  Fischer.  Published  by 
The  JMaryknoU  Bookshelf,  Maryknoll,  New 
York.  $1.00. 

Though  among  the  smaller  countries  of  the 
world  and  heretofore  known  to  comparatively 
few,  Korea,  ancient  Land  of  the  Morning  Calm, 
emerged  from  World  War  II  once  more  an  im- 
portant bone  of  contention  between  east  and  west. 

Of  immediate  interest  to  seventh  graders,  for 
whom  primarily  this  unit  of  study  was  intended, 
are  tlie  curious  and  the  logical,  the  strange  and 
the  familiar  in  the  religion,  education,  traditions, 
dress,  customs,  industries,  food,  housing,  trans- 
portation, and  professions  of  ancient  and  modern 
Koreans.  Pen  and  ink  sketches  of  Koreans  in  tra- 
ditional costume  and  of  things  Korean  accompany 
each  section  of  the  Children's  Papers.  A  chron- 
ology of  the  unique  history  of  the  Catholic  Church 
in  Korea,  an  animated  outline  of  little  known 
Korean  history  and  legend.s,  photos  of  Koreans  in 
action  are  included  in  the  Teacher's  Papers  of  this 
unit. 

We  recommend  as  a  follow-up  on  HOW  THE 
PEOPLE  OF  KOREA  LIVE,  Marvknoll's  Korea 
PROGRA]\I  PACKETS  1,  2,  3,  and  4  for  Pl-imary, 
^liddle  Grades,  Upper  Grades,  and  High  School 
respectively.  Plays,  songs,  mission  stories,  leg- 
ends, poetry,  anecdotes  are  included  in  each  pro- 
gram packet. 


THE  PRIEST  AND  A  AVORLD  VISION.  By 
James  Keller,  M.M.  The  Christophers.  121 
East  39th  Street,  New  Y^ork  16,  N.Y. 

Although  this  book  is  addressed  primarily  to 
those  who  have  been  specially  ordained  to  bring 
Christ's  teachings  to  all  men  of  all  nations,  it  pro- 
vides fascinating  and  thought-stimulating  read- 
ing for  all  who  are  desirous  of  winning  the  Avorld 
for  Christ.  While  the  little  volume  bears  a  partic- 
ular challenge  for  priests  in  its  clarion  call  to 
arouse  interest  in  a  world-wide  campaign  for 
souls,  others,  too,  will  glean  inspiration  from  its 
pages  to  "bear  Christ"  into  the  lives  of  their 
fellow-men. 

As  Bishop  O'Hara  points  out  in  the  preface,  "the 
central  theme  of  Father  Keller's  message  is  that 
the  world  will  be  one  when  men's  hearts  are  one 
(in  Christ)  and  that  the  priest  is  the  key  to  unit- 
ing men's  hearts  ....  if  every  priest,  from  ordi- 
nation day,  were  clearly  conscious  of  his  natural 
and  ever-present  duty  to  be  a  missioner,  the  effect 
on  the  world  would  be  tremendous." 

(Continued  on  Page  16) 


THERE  ARE  TIMES  WHEN  NOTHING  A  MAN  CAN  SAY  IS  NEARLY  SO  POWERPUl,  AS  SAYING  NOTHING. 
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Rebuilding  Broken  Bridges 


Cardinal  Griffin,  Archbishop  of  Westminster,  ad- 
dressing over  2,500  people  assembled  to  welcome 
him  on  a  certain  occasion,  said  in  part: 

"The  materialism  of  the  past  twenty  years  and 
the  war  have  destroyed  many  bridges  in  our  na- 
tional life.  Tonight  I  want  to  show  you  some 
bridges  that  have  been  destroyed  and  how  we  can 
best  repair  them.  I  am  mostly  concerned  about  the 
destruction  of  familv  life  and  how  we  can  rebuild 
it. 

"What  has  gone  wrong  with  family  life  during 
the  past  twenty  years  ?  In  the  first  place,  marriage 
ha.s  ceased  to  be  regarded  in  many  quarters  as  a 
*>acred  contract,  or  what  we  call  a  sacrament.  Very 
often  it  has  been  entered  upon  with  little  or  no 
preparation  and  Avithout  a  proper  understanding 
of  its  spiritual  meaning.  The  result  has  been  a 
break-up  of  the  family  and  a  break-down  in  family 
relations.  I  speak  with  knowledge  of  these  things 
because  for  years  I  was  engaged  in  an  attempt  to 
.■salvage  children  from  wrecked  homes. 

' '  The  evil  begins  when  husband  and  wife,  having 
divorced  themselves  from  God,  cease  to  have  any 
regard  for  His  laws.  Great  as  the  disaster  is  to 
them,  it  is  much  more  serious  for  the  children. 

"The  process  of  rebuilding  will  only  really  com- 
mence when  partners  in  marriage  and  members  of 
tlie  family  return  to  God. 

"Secondly,  we  must  rediscover  the  essential  re- 
lationship between  the  State  and  the  family.  The 
State  exists  to  assist  citizens  in  the  performance  of 
their  duties,  not  to  remove  responsibility.  The  child 
belongs  first  and  foremost  to  the  partners,  and 
secondly  to  the  State.  It  is  born  to  become  a  citizen 
of  heaven  through  being  a  member  of  a  family  and 
a  citizen  of  the  world. 

"Thirdly,  there  must  be  a  proper  balance  of 
relationship  established  between  the  ditferent  mem- 
bers of  the  family,  husband,  wife  and  children. 
Husbands  and  wives  are  partners  in  the  work  of 
bringing  up  their  children,  and  in  their  turn  chil- 
dren have  the  obligation  of  respect  and  obedience 
to  their  parents.  Family  life  will  be  strengthened 
when  parents  have  a  high  sense  of  their  vocation. 
One  hears  'So  much  about  mother  and  child,  but 


very  little  about  father  and  child.  Both  fatherhood' 
and  motherhood  are  real  vocations. 

' '  There  are  two  proposals  I  should  like  to  make. 
The  mother  with  a  large  family  needs  our  help 
more  than  our  sympathy,  and  she  needs  some  re- 
laxation from  the  onerous  task  of  caring  for  her 
children.  Both  local  authorities  and  voluntary 
organizations  should  unite  in  providing  such  help. 
I  know  that  the  more  enlightened  local  health 
authorities  provide  home  helps  in  cases  of  siek- 
)iess  and  confinement,  and  I  should  like  to  see  these 
services  available  also  for  mothers  with  large 
families. 

"Secondly,  following  the  example  given  in  the 
north,  we  are  establishing  a  house  in  the  south  of 
England  where  mothers  may  go  for  a  rest.  These 
are  some  ways  in  which  we  can  help  to  rebuild 
the  broken  bridges  of  marriage  and  famUy  life." 


CATHOLICS,  AWAKE! 

These  subversive  forces  are  doing  many  things 
from  a  wrong  motive  that  we  should  be  doing  for 
the  right  one.  Many  of  the  demands  they  are  mak- 
ing with  extraordinary  zeal  on  behalf  of  the  people 
are  the  very  things  that  Christ  wanted  for  all 
human  beings.  They  talk  the  language  people 
undei'stand.  They  mingle  with  the  people.  Their 
programme  is  well-organized,  unusually  efficient, 
and  remarkably  aggressive.  They  outsmart  all  others 
with  their  well-thought-out  techniques  and  for- 
mulas of  approach.  They  are  everlastingly  on  the 
job.  .  .  .  This  enterprising  dynamism  which  is  gen- 
erated by  determination  to  capture  the  world — and 
nothing  short  of  the  world — explains  in  large 
measure  why  they  are  literally  sweeping  the  world 
today  while  the  forces  of  Christ  are  lagging  far 
behind. 

James  Keller,  M.M. 


The  easiest  way  to  keep  one's  faith  is  to  give  it 
aA\ay;  the  easiest  way  to  lose  one's  faith,  in  whole 
or  in  part,  is  to  try  to  keep  it  to  one's  self. 
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Vacation  School  Reflections 

FOR  ALL,  the  word  vacation  has  a  happy  ring. 
School  is  another  matter.  Yet  each  year  the 
parish  has  its  Vacation  School,  with  which  the 
school  of  today,  with  all  its  ultra-modern  technique, 
lias  a  hard  time  to  compete.  For  what  teacher  of 
Vacation  Schools  has  not  heard  often,  "I  don't  like 
school  very  well,  but  I  like  this."  Can  it  be  that  the 
child  for  those  forty  weeks  has  been  so  busy  learn- 
ing the  "essentials"  that  he  is  starving:  for  know- 
ledge of  the  God  Who  made  Him? 

Weeks  before  the  school  opens,  the  pastor  has 
been  making  preparations.  The  parents  too,  have 
arranged,  often  at  considerable  sacrifice,  to  have 
their  children  at  the  centre.  For  the  Sisters  too  the 
last  weeks  of  May  are  busy  ones.  In  spare  moments, 
shelves  hitherto  undisturbed,  suddenly  become  an 
object  of  attack.  All  are  searching  for  anything 
portable  that  may  make  classes  more  interesting.  It 
may  be  that  someone  has  surreptitiously  slipped  in 
a  cook  book,  for  though  the  pastor  may  — oh  happy 
thought !— have  a  housekeeper,  he  just  as  probably 
has  not.  And  for  those  who.se  knowledge  of  meals 
has  been  gleaned  mainly  from  the  three  twenty 
minute  periods  spent  daily  in  the  refectory,  a  cook 
book  can  be  a  source  of  comfort ! 

To  the  uninitiated,  whole  days  of  nothing  but 
catechism,  may  seem  rather  a  frightening  prospect. 
But  Vacation  School  isn't  just  that.  From  the  time 
the  eighty-odd,  despite  human  nature  and  a  wind 
in  league  with  it,  have  been  "lined  up,"  and  at- 
tained some  degree  of  reverent  silence,  in  which 
to  assist  at  Mass,  to  the  time  of  the  gathering 
in  the  afternoon  for  Our  Lord's  blessing  at  Bene- 
diction, these  are  days  of  happy  activity. 

In  the  Christian  Doctrine  class  which  follows 
Mass,  the  teacher  is  gratified  by  the  response  of 
the  children,  eager  to  learn  the  truths  of  their 
faith.  Recess  over,  all  assemble  for  singing.  Caryl 
Houselander,  in  one  of  her  poems,  has  aptly  de- 
scribed the  scene.  The  organ  wheezing  and  grinding, 
with  the  Sister 

"Singing  "Sweet  Heart  of  Jesus'  with  fury 
To  stimulate  juvenile  bleating." 

In  class  again,  there  may  be  Bible  History,  drill 
on  prayers,  the  making  of  charts,  anything  that 
will  emphasize  some  truth,  or  help  to  make  it 
applicable  to  conduct.  Thus  the  day  goes,  and  in 
time,  the  two  weeks  are  over. 

The  highlight  is  First  Holy  Communion,  or 
Confirmation,  or  both.  The  children  have  worked 
hard,  and  the  Bishop,  with  great  ingenuity,  and  to 
the  satisfaction  of  all,  helps  them  discover  what 
they  know.  The  Sisters  move  on,  realizing  that 
only  in  Vacation  Schools  would  they  be  privileged 
to  help  prepare  so  many  children  for  these  great 
Sacraments,  realizing  too,  that  though  it  has  been 
school,  the  priests  and  people  have  succeeded  in 
making  it  largely  a  vacation. 


A  Night  We  Remember 

ONE  of  the  most  dismal  places  unde-r  heaven 
on  a  rainy  day  is  a  country  hotel.  The  one 
redeeming  feature  is  that  it  is  usually  not 
burdened  by  guests.  Convents  are  not  to  be  found 
in  these  out-of-the-way  places,  and  sometimes  the 
alternative  to  staying  in  a  hotel  is  seeking  accom- 
modation in  a  two  or  three-roomed  cottage  with 
seven  or  eig'ht  people. 

On  one  occasion  we  were  going  home  after  con- 
ducting vacation  school  in  an  outlying  district. 
"The  rain  a  deluge  poixred,"  and  after  sliding  all 
over  the  road  for  seven  miles  we  decided  to  stop  at 
the  first  village  we  saw.  Late  in  the  afternoon 
we  came  to  one.  It  boasted  a  railway  station,  a 
harness  shop,  a  grocery  store  and  a  hotel.  Un- 
jiainted  and  dull-looking,  it  presented  a  cheerless 
spectacle.  The  wind  and  rain  blew  against  the 
sign  "Public  Hotel,"  pushing  it  back  and  forth 
with  monotonous  regularity. 

"Any  port  in  a  storm,"  we  murmured  as  we  re- 
moved our  bags  and  locked  the  car.  Prepared 
for  the  worst,  we  opened  the  door  of  the  inn  and 
entered.  A  single  glance  put  all  our  doubts  to 
rest.  Such  brightness  and  cheer  there  was  in  that 
small,  cozy  room.  The  open  organ,  the  bird  cage, 
the  rag  carpet,  and  the  silvery-haired  old  man  in 
the  corner  reading  to  his  little  granddaughter  al- 
most made  us  think  that  we  had  entered  some 
one's  home  by  mistake.  But  no — bowing  and 
smiling,  the  host  arose  and  asked  us  if  we  wished 
to  have  a  room.  At  present  there  were  no  guests, 
just  himself,  his  grandchild  and  the  cook. 

Mentally  congratulating  ourselves  on  our  good 
fortune,  we  mounted  the  stairs  behind  him.  Some- 
how the  fact  that  he  was  in  his  bare  feet  added  to 
his  charm.  Before  leaving  us  he  pointed  out  the 
fire  escape — a  stout  rope  attached  to  the  window 
sill.  We  hoped  most  devoutly  that  there  would  be 
no  fire  that  night.  Soon  the  cook's  voice  from 
downstairs  was  wafted  up  to  us:  "Ladies,  supper 
is  ready."  We  were  ready,  too,  and  lost  time  in 
descending. 

The  dining  room  was  big  and  square  with  an 
air  of  age  about  it.  The  hanging  lamp  cast  a  mel- 
low glow  over  the  dark  walls,  the  shabby  books 
in  the  shabbier  bookcase,  the  queer  china  animals 
over  the  fireplace,  and  the  table  with  the  white 
cloth  and  gleaming  glassware.  The  whole  scene 
had  such  a  comfortable  and  respectable  look  that 
we  sincerely  thanked  God  for  the  rain.  We  said 
grace  and  sat  down,  feeling  like  theatre-goers 
waiting  for  the  show  to  begin. 

It  began  with  the  opening  of  the  kitchen  door 
and  the  entrance  of  the  leading  lady — ^the  cook ! 
She  bore  down  on  us  like  a  ship  in  full  sail,  and 
within  a  minute  the  atmosphere  of  the  whole  place 
was  changed!  Talk!  We  were  enveloped  in  words 
(Continued  on  Page  14) 


FINDS  THE  DETOUR  MUCH  ROUGHER  THAN  THE  ROAD. 
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Mission  Intention  for  the  Month 

of  May,  1947 


The  Growth  of  the  Church  in  Annam 

Southeast  Asia,  of  which  Annam  is  an  important 
part,  is  being  highlighted  in  the  news  today,  be- 
cause of  the  unsettled  conditions  consequent  upon 
Viet-Namh  movement  for  independence.  That 
this  desire  for  independence  may  have  serious  con-- 
sequences  there  can  be  little  doubt;  already  the 
press  reports  an  ever-increasing  number  of 
clashes  with  a  mounting  loss  of  life.  From  the 
point  of  view  of  the  missions,  however,  the  situa- 
tion has  alarming  aspects,  which  would  seem  to 
indicate  that  the  present  outbreak  may  soon  assume 
the  nature  of  a  religious  warfare ;  the  extremists 
among  the  Viet-Namh  contingent  have  vented  the 
greatest  evidences  of  their  wrath  against  the  Catho- 
lic missionaries.  They  claim  that,  since  the  ma- 
jority of  foreign  priests  and  religious  are  of 
French  nationality,  they  are  enemies  to  be  exter- 
minated in  the  fight  for  freedom. 

In  view  of  these  facts  it  is  not  svirprising  that 
the  Holy  See  is  concerned  about  the  situation. 
However,  the  quest  for  prayers  for  "the  growth  of 
the  Church  in  Annam"  is  far  from  being  as  para- 
doxical as  it  would  appear.  With  the  wisdom  of 
many  centuries  Rome  knows  that  Catholicity  in 
Indo  China,  all  of  which  was  formerly  included 
in  the  kingdom  of  Annam,  has  always  expanded 
there  most  rapidly  during  the  time  of  persecution. 

For  two  hundred  and  fifty  years  the  Church 
has  passed  tlirough  successive  waves  of  violent  per- 
secution, which  began  in  1627  and  ended  only  in 
1882.  Tens  of  thousands  of  Annamites,  Tonkinese, 
as  well  as  native  and  foreign  clergy  gave  their 
lives  for  the  faith.  History  has  proven,  however, 
that  their  steadfastness  constituted  the  measuring 
rod  of  conversions,  for  the  natives,  amazed  at  the 
courage  and  tenacity  of  the  martyrs,  flocked  to  the 
mission  centers  begging  for  baptism.  During  the 
five  year  persecution,  lasting  from  1857  to  1862,  we 
find  that  115  Annamite  priests,  100  Annamite  nuns 
and  more  than  5,000  of  the  faithful  received  the 
palm  of  martyrdom. 

A  Hopeful  Sign 

A  hopeful  sign  for  the  future  of  the  Church  in 
Indo  China  is  the  number  of  natives  who  aspire 
to  the  priesthood.  This  is  traceable,  in  part  at 
least,  to  the  action  of  the  Sacred  Congregation  of 
I'ropaganda  Fide,  who,  when  it  assigned  the  mis- 
sion work  in  Annam  to  the  Society  of  Paris  For- 
eign Missions  in  the  17th  century,  gave  the  follow- 
ing instruction:     "Instruct  young  natives  and 


spare  neither  pains  nor  labor  to  form  them  and 
render  suitable  for  the  priestly  state.  If  you 
ordain  twelve  good  native  priests  j'ou  will  render 
a  greater  service  to  the  Church  than  if  you  baptize 
twelve  thousand  idolaters."  Today  the  wisdom  of 
that  admonition  is  being  proven,  not  only  in  Indo 
China  but  in  all  sections  of  the  mission  world.  No 
"foreign  entanglements"  can  be  charged  to  the 
priests  whb  are  native  to  the  country,  and  it  is  to 
be  hoped  that  the  staunch  and  well-trained  Anna- 
mite clergy  may  prove  the  boomerang  to  Viet-Namh 
policies.  According  to  the  latest  statistics  avail- 
able at  the  present  time  they  number  1,379.  while 
The  foreign  priests  total  only  418.  In  addition 
there  are  599  native  brothers  and  4,568  native 
sisters,  standing  as  a  guard  to  protect  the  1,600,000 
Catholics  in  the  country. 

Right  Rev.  Msgr.  Thomas  J.  McDonnell, 
National  Director  The  Society 

for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith 


A  NIGHT  WE  REMEMBER 

(Continued  from  Page  13) 

and  more  words.  We  learned  her  history,  her  late 
husband's  history,  the  history  of  the  house,  what 
it  had  been,  what  it  was  then  and  what  it  was  go- 
ing to  be.  We  learned  that  she  was  a  most  re- 
markable cook,  that  she  worked  in  a  nurses'  home 
and  knew  "how  particular  you  nurses  are"  (we 
were  both  teachers)  and  that  she  was  remarkably 
glad  to  see  us.  She  had  the  latest  "True  Story" 
which  she  would  be  most  happy  to  lend  us.  We 
declined  this  generous  offer  with  thanks.  Lest  we 
should  die  listeners,  we  finished  our  meal  hastily 
and  returned  to  our  room. 

Next  morning  after  breakfast  we  held  some  con- 
versation with  our  host  regarding  the  condition 
of  the  roads.  When  he  learned  we  were  Catholic 
sisters  he  was  quite  overcome  with  joy  (so  he 
said !)  He  was  a  Catholic— had  come  from  Belgium 
thirty  years  ago.  He  was  the  only  Catholic  in  the 
place.  No,  he  did  not  go  to  Church.  Apparently 
the  idea  of  selling  the  hotel  (which  he  told  us  was 
not  a  paying  proposition)  and  going  to  live  in  a 
place  where  there  was  a  church  had  not  occurred 
to  him  before.  It  seemed  reasonable  to  him  now 
and  he  would  think  it  over.  Yes,  he  would  be  de- 
lighted to  receive  Catholic  papers  and  magazines 
from  us !  And  so  we  bade  him  farewell  and  re- 
sumed our  journey. 


ELOQUENCE  IS  SAYING  THE  PROPER  THING  AND  STOPPING. 
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Our  Lady  of 


Perpetual  Help 


Tradition  Runneth  Thus 


One  day  in.  the  Nazareth  garden, 

(So  the  tradition  reveals), 

The  little  Jesus  was  playing. 

When  suddenly  He  feels 

That  the  joys  of  childhood  are  over, 

And  the  prophecy  fulfilled. 

*'My  sorrow  is  ever  before  me,—  " 

'Twas  so  His  Father  willed ! 

A  vision  He  sees  in  the  distance, 

Of  two  archangels  who  bring 

The  instruments  of  His  Passion, 

Blood-stained  and  threatening. 

The  cross,  the  nails,  the  lance,  the  sponge, 

Dripping  vinegar  and  gall. 

Fill  Him  with  apprehension 

As  He  beholds  them  all. 

The  little,  human  infant  frame 

Is  with  strong  fear  convulsed. 

He  rushes  from  the  awful  scene. 

The  vision  is  repulsed. 

Straight  to  His  Mother's  arms  He  flies, 

With  palpitating  heart. 

Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help 

He  knows  will  take  her  part. 

In  every  suffering  of  His 

As  though  it  were  her  own. 

Sho  folds  Him  tightly  to  her  breast. 

She  soothes  with  loving  tone. 

Exchanging  the  sweet  sympathy 

Ever  at  her  command, 


She  clasps  the  trembling  fingers 
In  her  protecting  hand. 
Safe  in  His  Mother's  arms 
(AVith  one  little  sandal  untied). 
He  is  strengthened  to  face  anew 
What  awaits  the  Crucified  ! 
The  angels  still  hold  aloft 
The  instruments  blood-stained, 
And  He  gazes  on  them  now 
In  sorrow  and  deeply  pained. 
The  vision  reveals  the  future 
Of  anguish  and  agony, 
The  scorn  of  men,  the  betrayal, 
1'he  insincerity. 

The  traitor's  kiss,  the  scourging. 
The  long  and  lonely  way 
From  Pilate's  Hall  to  Calvary 
On  the  Crucifixion  Day  ; 
The  maddened  crowd,  the  curses. 
The  fearful  sights  and  sounds. 
The  cross,  the  brutal  treatment, 
The  crown  of  thorns,  the  wounds. 
As  clearer  grows  the  vision, 
His  eyes  are  suffused  with  tears, 
But  Mary's  loA'ing  protection 
Diminishes  his  feai's. 
Feeling  her  help  and  comfort 
He  clings  to  her  fervently, 
Sure  of  her  consolation, 
And  loving  sympathy. 


SOME  PEOPLE  PAY  A  CJOMPLIMENT  AS  THOUGH.  THEY  EXPECTED  A  RECEIPT. 
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Selections  and  Reflections 

Bi)  Thomasina  Kivinas 

The  soul  of  a  holy  man  diseovereth  sometimes 
true  things;  more  than  seven  watchmen  that  sit  in 
a  high  place  to  watch. — Ecclesiasticus. 

=»    *  * 

Love  is  that  golden  chain  which  attaches  souls 
to  God  and  binds  them  so  closely  that  it  appears 
they  are  no  longer  able  to  separate  themselves 
from  Him. — St.  Alphonsus. 

*  *  * 

The  effort  to  be  always  cheerful,  kind,  consider- 
ate and  gentle  no  matter  what  wars  may  be  rank- 
ling in  the  heart,  has  a  great  influence  in  trans- 
forming the  life. 

#  # 

Who  shoots  at  the  sun,  though  he  be  sure  lie  will 
never  hit  the  mark,  yet  as  sure  is  he  that  he  will 
shoot  higher  than  he  who  aims  only  at  a  bush.- — 
Philip  Sydney. 

Take  care  of  the  gladness  in  your  life.  No 
matter  how  full  of  trouble  it  is,  there  is  sure  to  be 
one  ray  of  brightness  and  that,  if  you  use  it  well, 
will  light  the  whole. 

*  #  « 

You  cannot  control  the  length  of  life,  but  you 
can  control  its  width  and  depth. 

*  *  * 

Greatness  of  every  kind  is  born  in  silence.  No 
fanfare,  no  tumult,  marks  the  coming  of  real 
power. 

m     *  * 

It  is  often  said  that  second  thoughts  are  best. 
So  they  are  in  matters  of  judgment,  but  not  in 
matters  of  conscience.  In  matters  of  duty  first 
thoughts  are  commonly  best — they  have  more  in 
them  of  the  Voice  of  God. 

*  *  * 

Authqrity  without  a  sense  of  responsibility  is 
bad  for  the  character;  responsibility  without  the 
necessary  authority  is  bad  for  the  nerves. 

^        ^  ^ 

You  cannot  show  a  gi'eater  lack  of  tact  than 
in  attempting  to  console  a  person  by  making  light 
of  his  grief. 

*  #  * 

To  some  of  His  favourites  God  gives  a  special 
proof  of  predilection — the  triple  tiara  of  suffering. 
It  is  made  up  of  suffering  of  body,  suffering  of 
mind,  suffei'ing  of  soul. 

*  *  * 

Look  before  you  leap,  if  you  like;  but  if  you 
intend  leaping  don't  look  too  long. 

*  #  * 

When  we  rest  our  hand  for  support  on  creatures 
we  shall  only  find  it  pierced  by  that  on  which  it 
rests. — Benedict  Williamson. 


THE  JUDGMENT  OF  GOD ! 

ONE  of  the  most  significant  statements  made 
at   the   Nurem.berg  trial   was   the  candid 
avowal  of  Hans  Frank,  the  former  Governor 
of  Poland.   He  said: 

"We  did  not  know  at  the  beginning  of  our  road 
that  our  turning  from  God  would  have  .such  deadly 
consequences,  and  that  we  would  be  forced  even 
deeper  into  guilt.  We  turned  from  God  and  we 
were  doomed.  It  was  not  technical  hitches  and 
shortages  alone  which  lost  the  war.  God  above  all 
])ronounced  judgment  on  Hitler  and  his  system, 

which  we,  oui-  minds  far  from  God,  served  

"1  clo.se  with  the  hope  that  from  all  this  horror 
a  peace  may  yet  emerge  from  which  Germany,  too, 
will  benefit.  I  commend  my  people  and  myself 
to  God'.s  eternal  justice." 


SELF-SACRIFICE 

All  really  human  persons  want  to  give  them- 
.selves  away,  at  least  for  something,  if  not  for 
somelwdy.  We  may  preach  a  prudential  morality 
sometimes,  because  it  seems  so  sane,  and  men 
are  so  selfish,  ourselves  included,  we  say;  but  we 
know  very  well  that  no  man  ever  satisfied  his 
soul  with  prudence — with  the  sanest  selfishness 
— though  many  have  tried.  The  only  thing  that 
can  satisfy  a  human  being  is  an  object  of  de- 
votion, not  himself,  for  which  he  can  feel  it  is 
worthy  of  him  to  .sacrifice  himself  without  limit. 
No  man  is  fully  alive  who  is  not  ready  to  die 
for  something.  The  characteristie  law  of  human 
life,  as  we  feel  it  in  our  most  vivid  moments,  is 
not  self-preservation,  but  self-devotion  passing 
into  readiness  for  self-sacrifice.  "He  that  losetli 
his  life  for  My  sake  shall  find  it." 

Dr.  Sophie  Bryant. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

(Continued  from  Page  11 

We  have  just  received  from  Radio  Replies  Press, 
St.  Paul  1,  Miini.,  a  new  story  of  The  Little  Flower, 
by  Rev.  M.  D.  Forrest,  M.S.C.  "The  Fragrance 
of  the  Little  Flower"  is  the  appealing  title  of  the 
little  volume,  and  the  author's  intention  is  to  give 
us  not  so  much  a  strict  biography  as  a  review  of 
the  lessons  we  can  learn  from  the  life,  writings 
and  sayings  of  the  much-loved  saint  of  Lisieux. 
Price  $1.00. 

Radio  Replies  Press  is  also  advertising  two  very 
interesting  pamphlets:  "Chats  with  Little  Child- 
ren," by  Father  Forrest — price  loc  and  "Father 
Salloway's  2nd  epistle  to  the  Unitarians" — price 
10  cents". 


An  ordinary  man  in  touch  with  God  can  do 
extraordinary  things. 


EXAGtiERATION  IS  TRUTH  THAT  H.4S  l>OST  ITS  TE.MPER. 


^vci\biocBBB  of  Toronto 

Qlttancerg  (Office 


200  ail|urci|  Street 
Toronto,  O^ntarto 


The  Very  Reverend  Sister  General, 
The  Sisters  of  Service, 
2  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto  5,  Ontario. 

Dear  and  Very  Reverend  Sister  General: 

With  great  joy  do  I  join  with  all  of  your  community  in  celebrating 
the  Silver  Jubilee  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  in  thanking  God  for  the 
wonderful  blessings  of  twenty-five  years. 

I  have  known  the  Sisters  of  Service  since  their  foundation,  which  I 
firmly  believe  was  due  to  the  inspiration  of  the  Holy  Ghost.       It  was  motivated 
by  a  love  of  those  souls,  numerous  in  the  wide  spaces  of  Canada,  who  are  out 
of  reach  of  the  ordinary  ministrations  of  religion. 

The  beginnings  were  difficult  and  required  on  the  part  of  the  pioneers 
great  spiritual  vision,  the  virtue  of  fortitude  and  the  confidence  of  the  Saints. 

I  have  seen  at  first  hand  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  develop 
in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Toronto,      Their  enterprises  have  been  manifold; 
hostels  and  homes  for  girls  across  Canada,  a  mari  usque  ad  mare,  from  Halifax 
to  Vancouver,  hospitals  in  small  centres  like  Vilna  and  Edson  in  Alberta, 
schools  in  Saskatchewan,  Manitoba  and  Toronto. 

It  was  a  great  happiness  to  me  as  Archbishop  of  Regina  to  bring  the 
Sisters  of  Service  to  that  missionary  diocese  where  the  work  they  have  done  as 
catechists,  as  well  as  through  a  vast,  well-organized  Correspondence  Course  of 
Religion,  is  beyond  praise.       On  this  Jubilee  occasion  I  pray  that  the  Sisters 
of  Service  may  be  true  to  the  spirit  breathed  into  them  by  their  Founder, 
Father  Daly.     May  they  ever  remain  humble,  self-sacrificing  religious,  on  fire 
with  zeal  for  God  and  for  the  spiritual  welfare  of  our  homeland.  Canada.  May 
they  increase  and  prosper  to  be  messengers  of  Christ  radiating  the  knowledge  of 
His  goodness  and  bringing  innumerable  souls  to  the  Heart  of  the  Master. 

With  every  blessing  and  good  wish  to  all  the  Sisters  of  Service, 

Yours  devotedly  in  Jesus  Christ, 


(Signed) 
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1922  =  sutler  f  ubilee  =  1947 


j^^^y  marks  the  25tli  Anniversary  of  the  foun- 
dation of  the  Institute  of  tlie  Sisters  of 
Service.  Twenty-five  years  is  a  sliort  period  in 
the  history  of  a  religious  community.  Like  sturdy 
oaks,  Religious  Orders  have  a  slow  growth.  While 
weathering  the  storms  that  menace  all  life  in  its 
incipient  stages  they  quietly  plunge  their  roots 
into  the  soil,  reaching  out  for  those  d^epths  of  re- 
ligious principles  and  traditions  in  which  they 
anchor  their  future  existence. 

Our  purpose  here  is  not  to  rehearse  the  accom- 
plishments of  the.se  tirst  twenty-five  years.  Our 
humble  Institute,  it  is  true,  has  witnessed  a  rather 
remarkable  exi:)ansion  during  this  first  period  of 
its  history.  Yet  nothing  very  spectacular  is  to  be 
noted  in  the  missionary  work  accompli.shed.  Work- 
ing among  the  pooi"  and,  very  often,  on  the  very 
fringe  of  the  couiitry,  our  Sisters  went  silently 
and  unobtrusively  along  the  even  tenor  of  their 
way.  The  recording  angel  alone  knows  the  sacri- 
fices made  by  them  to  bring  the  consolations  of 
religion  to  the  sick,  the  poor  and  the  children. 
Their  apostolate  has  been  a  hidden  one.  Their 
widely-scattered  missionary  outposts  are  like  open 
windows  through  which  we  can  get  a  glimpse  of 
their  busy  life. 

A  whole  generation  has  already  passed  through 
these  rural  schools  wdiere  the  Sisters  have  been 
teaching  the  children  and  grandchildren  of  the 
early  settlers.  In  the  establishing  of  Catholic  life 
in  a  rural  settlement  a  Catholic  school  is  a  telling 
factor.  This  is  particularly  true  of  a  community 
composed  of  Catholics  of  foreign  origin.  Very  of- 
ten the  indifference  of  the  parents  is  like  a  cold 
granite  Avail,  impervious  to  the  ministrations  of 
the  Church.  The  hope  of  the  future  lies  in  the 
children.  To  save  them  to  the  faith  of  their  bap- 
ti.sm  is  to  save  the  coming  generations. 

Our  hospitals  have  been  in  the  full  sense  of  the 
word  outposts  of  mercy.  Under  the  kiiul  and 
efficient  care  of  the  Sisters  how  many  have  been 
nursed  back  to  health.  To  many  patients  the 
hospital  has  proved  to  be  the  gate  of  heaven.  Often 
the  faith  may  have  been  burning  low.  The  kind 
ministrations  of  the  Sisters  awakened  it  into  a 


new  flame  before  the  crossing  of  the  mysterious 
boundary  of  death.  God  only  knows  what  these 
rural  hospitals  have  meant  in  the  life  of  the 
patients. 

Of  the  Apostles  it  had  been  predicted  that  "their 
utterances  would  fill  every  land."  May  we  not  say 
that  throughout  the  West  the  message  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  has  been  heard.  Who  would  be 
able  to  follow  their  correspondence  course  in  re- 
ligion into  the  most  remote  districts?  And  in  the 
summer  season  have  thej^  not  gone  out  to  teacli 
catechism  to  thousands  of  children?  This  has  al- 
ways proved  to  be  the  most  attractive  w'ork  for 
our  missionary  Sisters.  They  love  to  attend  to  the 
lambs  of  Christ's  scattered  flock. 

And  what  will  we  not  say  about  the  work  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  in  our  large  centres?  In  the 
days  of  immigration  they  opened  hostels  to  give 
to  the  unprotected  girl  "a  home  away  from  home." 
When  we  closed  our  gates  to  immigration  these 
institutions  continued  to  be  a  protection  for  the 
girl  who  came  from  the  country  to  our  cities  in 
search  of  work.  To  guard  the  faith  and  the  moral 
life  of  these  girls  is  the  aim  and  noble  purpose  of 
these  institutions. 

*    *  * 

As  the  pageant  of  the  past  twenty-five  years 
goes  by  a  shadow  creeps  over  the  picture.  So 
much  work  done  by  so  few!  Vocations  have  not 
grown  in  number  in  proportion  to  work  under- 
taken. With  all  other  communities  our  Institute 
has  suffered  from  this  decrease  of  religious  voca- 
tions. Some  attribute  this  decline  to  the  war^ 
others  to  the  early  emancipation  of  the  modern 
girl.  Yet  we  still  believe  that  there  is  enough 
faith  and  love  of  God  in  our  rising  generation  to 
pin  on  it  our  future.  The  fields  are  beckoning  for 
harvesters.  The  Master  still  asks  us  to  pray  the 
Lord  to  send  harvesters  into  the  field.  Yes,  the.v 
will  come  and  we  shall  witness  them  "going  and 
weeping,  casting  their  seeds.  But  coming  they 
shall  come  with  joyfulness,  carrying  their 
sheaves"  (Ps.  125). 
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"Thank  God! 
"For  the  fruitful  years  that  are  past, 
For  the  waiting  years  ahead." 

TWENTY-FIVE  years  of  service !  It  is  in  a 
spirit  of  thankfulness  and  liope  that  we  ap- 
proach the  celebration  of  our  Silver  Jubilee 
on  August  15th,  1947.  We  are  grateful  for  the 
many  blessings  Almighty  God  has  showered  on 
our  Community  during  its  first  quarter-century 
of  existence  and  we  look  hopefully  down  the  vista 
of  future  years  with  firm  confidence  that  God 
will  continue  to  use  the  Sisters  of  Service  as  in- 
struments for  His  glory  in  the  salvation  of  souls. 

On  the  morning  of  August  15th,  1922,  the  Feast  of 
Our  Lady's  Assumption,  the  Novitiate  of  the  "Sisters 
of  Service"  was  begun.  Mass  was  celebrated  by  His 
Grace  the  Most  Reverend  Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto.  His  Grace  gave  a  very  interesting 
talk,  explaining  briefly  the  work  for  which  the  new 
Community  was  being  founded.  (Extract  from  the 
"Annals"  of  the  Sisters  of  Service). 

In  these  simple  words  is  recorded  a  most  momen- 
tous occasion  in  the  history  of  our  Institute.  On 
that  beautiful  Feast  of  Our  Lady,  twenty-five 
years  ago,  four  zealous  J^oung  women  took  the 
first  step  in  the  inauguration  of  a  missionary  en- 
deavour that  has  since  extended  across  the  Domin- 
ion— from  Halifax  to  Vancouver. 

Dates  to  Remember 

August  2,  1924,  will  ever  be  a  memorable  date 
in  the  annals  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  On  that 
day  His  Excellency  the  Archbishop  of  Toronto 
read,  in  the  presence  of  the  Community,  the  De- 
cree of  Canonical  Erection  of  our  new  Missionary 
Institute.  On  that  same  morning  the  first  pro- 
fession ceremony  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  took 
place,  six  Sisters  who  had  completed  their  canon- 
ical year  of  Novitiate  making  the  Vows  of  Pover- 
ty, Cliastity  and  Obedience.  This  event  passed 
unnoticed  by  many,  but  for  the  Sisters  of  Service 
it  was  the  roseate  dawn  of  a  new  day.  On  August 
7th,  three  of  the  newly-professed  set  out  for  the 
West  to  blaze  a  trail  in  the  land  of  their  apostolic 
dreams. 

August  15,  1927 — our  fifth  anniversary — 
brought  us  a  great  increase  of  candidates  and 
there  was  no  longer  sufficient  space  at  the  Mother 
House  to  accommodate  the  novices  and  postulants. 
The  necessity  of  providing  another  Novitiate  was 
the  problem  of  the  hour.  Funds  for  building  were 
not  available,  but  a  kind  and  generous  benefactor, 
Mrs.  A.  Small,  bought  a  beautiful  property  in 
Rosedale,  Toronto,  and  presented  it  to  the  Sisters 
of  Service  for  their  future  Novitiate. 


June  17,  1928-the  Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Per- 
petual Help — was  an  important  date  in  our" 
history,  as  on  that  day  the  Sisters  assumed 
their  own  government.  Six  years  before, 
when  the  Institute  was  founded,  the  Sisters  of  St. 
Joseph  were  called  upon  to  help  with  the  spiritual 
and  religious  training  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
Willingly  and  generously  did  this  Community  an- 
swer the  call  by  lending  us  two  of  their  most  ex- 
perienced and  devoted  Sisters.  The  names  of  Rev- 
erend Sister  Lidwina  and  Reverend  Sister  Othilia 
(R.I.P.)  will  always  be  held  in  benediction  by  the 
Sisters  who  came  under  their  care.  From  1922 
to  1926  Sister  Lidwina  gave  herself  generously  to 
the  direction  of  the  first  Sisters  and  from  1926  to 
1928  Sister  Othilia  continued  the  work  with  the 
same  unselfish  devotion. 

In  June,  1931,  the  Forty  Hours  Devotion  was 
held  for  the  first  time  in  our  Novitia1/e  chapel, 
closing  on  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Since 
then  this  devotion  has  been  an  annual  event  at  the 
Novitiate  and  every  year  we  have  had  the  privilege 
of  bringing  these  "hours  of  grace"  to  a  close  on 
the  evening  of  the  Feast  of  the  Saci-ed  Heart. 

August  15,  1931,  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption, 
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was  a  memorable  date  for  our  Institute.  On  that 
day  the  first  eight  Sisters  made  final  profession, 
thereby  consecrating  their  lives  forever  to  the 
Master's  Service. 

Tn  September,  1931,  the  Sisters  started  Settle- 
jnent  Work  among  the  foreign-born  children  of  St. 
Patrick's  Parish,  Toronto.  However,  after  a  few" 
years,  this  work  liad  In  be  discdntinued  owing  to 
lack  of  personnel. 

Pentecost  Sunday— May  16tli,  1!)37,  will  go 
down  in  the  history  of  the  Institute  as  a 
date  of  great  importance.  It  marked  the  conven- 
ing of  the  First  General  Chapter  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  The  Sisters,  assembled  in  Chapter,  elect- 
ed their  Superior  General  and  her  Councillors. 
Reverend  Sister  Margaret  Guest,  who  had  been 
novice  mistress  for  nine  years,  was  the  choice  of 
the  delegates  for  Sister  General.  Reverend  Sister 
Florence  Regan  and  Reverend  Sister  Carolyn  Al- 
bury  were  chosen  as  Councillors. 

August  21,  1939,  marked  the  foundation  of  the 
first  Sisters  of  Service  mission  beyond  the  Cana- 
dian border.  On  that  day  three  Sisters  of  Service 
arrived  in  Fargo,  North  Dakota,  in  response  to  a 
pressing  invitation  by  His  Excellency  Aloysius  J. 
Muench,  Bishop  of  Fargo. 

October  5,  1940.  Celebration  of  the  Golden  Jub- 
ilee of  Profession  of  Reverend  G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 
This  was  a  day  of  general  rejoicing  at  the  Mother 
House  and  on  all  the  missions.  Father  Daly  has 
been  intimately  associated  with  the  Sisters  of 
Service  from  their  earliest  beginnings,  devoting 


himself  whole- 
heartedly  to  the 
formation  and 
guidance  of  the 
Community. 

December  7, 
1942.  Celebration 
of  Golden  Jubilee 
of  Priesthood  of 
Reverend  A. 
Coughlin  C.Ss.R., 
who  played  a  lead- 
ing part  in  the 
foundation  of  our 
Institute.  Two  Sis- 
ters attended  the 
jubilee  celebra- 
tions, which  took 
place  in  New  York. 

June  5,  1943. 
Opening  of  the 
Second  Gene  r  a  1 
Chapter  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service. 
The  delegates,  as- 
ter, elected  a  Su- 
sembled  in  Chap- 
perior  General  and 
four  Councillors  to  guide  the  destinies  of  the  In- 
stitute for  another  six  years.  Sister  Margaret 
Guest  wa^  re  elected  for  a  second  term  of  office  as 
Superior  General  and  Sister  M.  Quinn,  Sister  C. 
Albuiy,  Sister  F.  Regan  and  Sister  F.  Church 
were  elected  Councillors. 

October  25,  194(5.  Tlie  Forty  Hours  Devotion 
was  held  for  the  first  time  in  our  Mother  House 
cliapel.  We  were  privileged  to  iiave  tlie  closing 
ceremonies  on  the  Feast  of  Christ  the  King  and 
we  hope  the  "Forty  Hours"  will  now  be  an  annual 
act  of  devotion  at  Headquarters. 

On  August  15th,  1947,  in  the  IMother  House 
chapel,  where  twenty-five  years  ago  a  Mass  was 
(Offered  to  inaugurate  the  foundation  of  the 
Institute,  a  High  JNIass  of  thanksgiving  will 
be  sung.  At  this  Mass  all  the  Sisters  of  Service 
in  Toronto  will  assist,  uniting  with  the  Sisters  on 
the  missions  in  offering  to  God  heartfelt  thanks 
for  His  guidance  and  protection  during  the  first 
twenty-five  years  of  our  Community's  existence. 
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Arts  and  cvajis  are  given  special  attention  in  8.0-8,    Residential  Clubs.    Here  ice  see  a  Bister  instructing 

girls  in  the  age-old  art  of  -weaving^ 


IN  JUNE.  192-1,  the  Sisters  of  Service  began 
their  work  in  Canada's  Home  Mission  Field. 
Immigration,  then  at  flood  tide,  was  bringing 
into  Canada  thousands  of  young  Catholic  girls 
from  the  British  Isles  in  search  of  employment. 
To  keep  these  girls  true  to  their  Faith  and  pre- 
serve them  from  the  dangers  that  beset  unpro- 
tected girls  in  large  cities,  the  Sisters  of  Service 
took  over  the  management  of  a  Home  for  Catholic 
Girls  at  4  "Wellesley  Place,  Toronto.  This  was  not 
going  very  far  afield,  but  it  was  tlie  first  link  in 


a  chain  of  cheery  homelike  centres  which  was  to 
stretch  across  the  Dominion  from  Halifax  to  Van- 
couver. 

These  "homes"  or  residential  clubs  are  not  mere 
boarding  houses  for  the  supplying  of  meals  and 
beds.  From  the  very  beginning  the  intention  was 
to  provide  a  "home  away  from  home,"  where  the 
girls  might  find  wholesome  recreation  and  con- 
genial companionship  under  the  motherly  care  of 
Sisters  whose  lives  would  be  devoted  to  their  spir- 
itual and  temporal  welfare. 
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The  drama  is  not  neglected.  Plays  and  crmcerts  are 
stayed  periodically  hy  the  girls  in  our  Residential 
Clubs 


imder  their  care.  Study  clubs,  dramatics,  classes 
in  cookinifj:,  weaviji<i',  sewing,  the  numerous  recrea- 
tional activities,  all  are  subservient  to  one  big  ob- 
jective—the keeping  of  our  girls  true  to  their 
Faith  and  to  their  God.  To  this  end  Annual  Re- 
treats are  given,  May  Processions  held,  and  Reli- 
gion Study  Clubs  organized.  Benediction  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  is  given  on  Sundays  and  Feast 
Days ;  an  in.stmction  by  the  priest  usually  follows 
this  devotion.  Added  to  this  is  the  constant  con- 
tact with  the  Sisters  who  are  alwaj^s  on  hand  to 
give  helpful  counsel  and  advice  in  the  various 
problems  and  difficulties  that  confront  the  young 
Catholic  girl  of  today. 

When  immigration  declined  and  girls  ceased 
coming  to  Canada  from  Overseas,  it  was  thought 
that  perliaps  the  Residential  Clubs  would  cease  to 
function.  This  was  not  the  case,  however,  for 
Avhen  there  were  no  longer  immigrant  girls  in  need 
of  attention,  the  Sisters  opened  their  "homes"  to 
young  Canadian  girls  coming  to  the  larger  cities 
from  rural  areas  in  search  of  work. 

Since  June,  1924,  when  the  first  home  for  girls 
was  taken  over  by  the  Sisters  at  4  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto,  other  Clubs  have  been  opened  in  the  fol- 
lowing order : 

In  August,  1925,  the  Sisters  went  to  Halifax, 
where  they  met  the  boats,  welcomed  immigrants 
to  our  shores,  and  provided  a  home  for  the  girls 
from  Overseas  remaining  in  that  city. 

April,  1926,  witnessed  the  opening  of  a  "home 
away  from  home"  in  the  city  of  Winnipeg. 

October,  1926,  saw  the  establishment  of  another 
centre  for  the  guidance  and  protection  of  young 


As  will  be  seen  from 
the  accompanying  illus- 
trations, this  work  in 
the  interests  of  young 
girls  has  developed 
with  the  passing  years. 
Mindful  of  the  Chinese 
proverb,  "One  picture 
is  worth  a  thousand 
words",  we  are  giving 
a  pictorial  I'cview  of  the 
activities  superintended 
by  the  Sisters  in  these 
residential  clubs. 

It  must  be  under- 
stood, of  course,  that 
only  what  is  exterior 
can  be  photographed. 
The  mo.st  important  fac- 
tor and  the  principal 
I'eason  for  the  existence 
of  the  Clubs  is  unseen 
and  intangible.  This  is 
the  potent  spiritual  in- 
fluence of  the  Sisters  in 
the  lives  of  the  girls 


Athletics,  games  and  canuu.s  ret  rent  tunal  activities  are  fostered.    M'iiere  could  one  find 
a  happier-looliing  group  than  this  victorious  Boirling  Team? 
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girls — this  time  in  the  city  of  Montreal.  The  work 
was  carried  on  for  two  years  in  a  small  house  on 
Lagauchetiere  Street.   The  Sisters  then  moved  to 
more   spacious  quar- 
ters   on  Drummond 
Street,  but  the  growth 
of  the  work  necessi- 
tated another  move  in 
1934  to  1923  Dorches- 
ter Street,  where  the 
Club  is  now  function- 
ing. 

May,  1929,  saw  an- 
other link  forged  in 
the  chain,  when  the 
Sisters  opened  a  Resi- 
dential Club  in  the 
city  of  Edmonton, 
Alberta. 

October,  1929  —  A 
Home  for  Girls  was 
opened  in  Vancouver, 

October,  1932— the 
capital  city  of  Ottawa 
was  selected  as  a  centre 
for  the  seventh  Resi- 
dential Club  under 
the  auspices  of  the 
S.O.S. 

In  October,  1941, 
the  Sisters  of  Service 


In  October,  1942,  the 
social  sei'viee  work  in 
1946,  they  purchased  pr 


were  requested  to  take 
over  the  management 
of  the  Catholic  Cen- 
tral "Bureau  in  Winni- 
peg and  since  that 
date  a  Sister  has  been 
in  charge  at  the  Bu- 
reau. Many  and 
varied  are  the  activi- 
ties in  connection  with 
this  Welfare  Centre 
and  the  Sister  may  be 
called  upon  to  give 
advice  on  anything 
fi'om  feeding  a  baby 
to  burying  the  dead. 
Special  attention, 
however,  is  focussed  on 
youth  programs,  for 
we  feel  that  no  work 
is  m  ore  important 
than  the  formation  of 
the  minds  and  hearts 
of  our  children  in  ac- 
cordance with  sound 
Catholic  principles 
and  ideals. 
Sisters  of  Service  started 
Saskatoon  and  in  April, 
operty  which  was  quickly 


A  grouj)  of  girls  learning  the  useful  art  of  dresmnaking  and  designing  under  the 
Supervision  of  a  Sister  of  Service 


1932 


Silver  Jubilee 


1947 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


JULY,  1947 


The  Sisters  know  what  an  elevating  influence  music  has  on 
organised  and  ojyportunities  provided  for  the  study  of  r 

metamorphosed  into  a  Residential  Club.  This 
latest  S.O.S.  venture  has  for  its  principal  objec- 
tive the  providing  of  home-like  accommodation 
for  Catholic  girls  attending  the  University  of 
Saskatoon. 

So  that  to  date  there  is  in  Canada  a  chain  of 
eight  Residential  Clubs,  extending  from  the  At- 
lantic to  the  Pacific,  in  which  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice are  devoting  their  lives  to  the  spiritual  and 
temporal  w^elfare  of  the  many  yoang  girls  who 
come  under  their  care  and  influence. 

Welcoming  the  Stranger 

To  facilitate  their  work  among  the  thousands 
of  immigrants  who  came  into  the  country  in  the 
days  when  immigration  from  Europe  and  the 
British  Isles  was  at  its  peak,  the  Sisters  of  Service 
met  all  the  boats  arriving  in  Halifax,  Quebec  and 
Montreal,  giving  the  newcomers  a  friendly  wel- 
come and  proving  to  them  that  the  Catholic  Church 
was  waiting  in  this  new  land  to  take  them  under 
her  protection. 

This  port  work  was  begun  in  Halifax  in  August, 
1925,  in  Montreal  in  October,  1926,  and  in  Quebec 
in  the  summer  of  1927.  Hundreds  of  boats  and 
trains  were  met  and  thousands  of  bewildered 
strangers  encouraged  by  the  assurance  that  some- 
one was  interested  in  their  welfare. 

With  the  restriction  of  immigration  this  S.O.S. 
activity  fell  into  abeyance,  although  at  present  the 
Sisters  in  Halifax  continue  to  meet  the  boats 


that  bring  war  brides  to 
Canada.  They  welcome 
these  new  arrivals  and 
do  their  best  to  make 
them  feel  at  home  in 
their  adopted  country. 

A  violin  sings  its 
most  beautiful  song 
when  in  the  hands  of 
one  who  loves  and  un- 
derstands it.  Thus  do 
people  expand  and  radi- 
ate charm  under  friend- 
ly and  understanding 
aj)preciation. 

If  you  are  docile  to 
divine  inspiration  your 
soul  will  become  an 
organ  played  upon  b}' 
tlie  Holy  Spirit. 


Music   is   the  short- 
hand of  emotion.  Emo- 
tions which  let  them- 
selves be  described  in 
words  with  such  difficulty  are  directly  conveyed  to 
jnan  in  music,  and  in  that  is  its  power  and  sig- 
nificance. 

BEATITUDE 

Blessed  are  You 
When  men  shall  wound  you  in  return 

for  your  healing  of  them; 
Wlicn  they  shall  pierce  your  hands  in 

return  for  your  serving  them ; 
"When  they  shall  pierce  your  heart  in 

return  for  your  love  of  them. 
Be  glad  and  rejoice,  for  your  reward 

is  very  great. 
They  liave  done  it  to  Mc  before  you. 

—  Arcld)ishop  Goodier. 


character.  Glee  Clubs  are 
•arioHs  musical  instruments 


Ship  l)ringi7ig  ini  m  igrants  to  Canada 
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TEACHING  in  rural  public  schools  is  one  of 
the  most  imi)ortant  activities  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service.  Besides  being  qualified  to  teach 
the  secular  subjects  of  the  curriculum,  the  Sister 
engaged  in  this  work  has  received  during  her  No- 
vitiate days  a  special  training  in  methods  of  teach- 
ing r<»ligion,  and  it  is  in  the  opportunity  for  lead- 
ing lier  pupils  to  a  greater  luiowledge  of  the 
tilings  of  God  that  she  finds  the  true  fulfilment 
of  her  missionary  vocation.  It  is  her  privilege, 
by  precept  and  examiile,  to  fostei'  in  the  hearts  of 


her  charges  a  deep  personal  love  for  Jesus  Christ, 
and  to  develop  in  them  a  loyalty  to  the  glorious 
Faith  that  is  their  heritage. 

At  present  the  Sisters  of  Service  are  teaching 
in  eight  such  rural  schools.  Space  does  not  permit 
us  to  write  at  length  concerning  the  history  and 
activities  of  each  of  these  school-missions,  so  we 
shall  content  ourselves  with  showing  some  of  them 
pictorially,  giving  details  only  of  the  earliest  and 
latest  ventures  in  this  particular  phase  of  S.O.S. 
mission  life. 


The  First  S.O.S.  Western  Mission 

CAMP  MORTON,  MANITOBA 


First  S.O.S.  Convent  in  Morton 

EARLY  BEGINNINGS 

It  was  to  Camp  Morton  in  August,  19  24,  that  the 
first  Sisters  of  Service  came  into  the  Canadian  West. 
They  were  three  in  number.  Sister  Wymbs  (Superior), 
Sister  Catherine  Donnelly  and  Sister  Margaret  Guest 
(now  Sister  General  of  the  Institute).  During  their 
first  years  at  Camp  Morton  they  occupied  an  old  log 
building  situated  on  the  grounds  of  our  Catholic 
Cainp.  They  taught  in  two  public  schools  — ^one  a 
mile  and  a  half  from  their  residence  and  the  other 
three  miles  and  a  half.  To  cover  this  distance  in  winter 
required  no  little  sacrifice.  They  had  no  car,  and  con- 
sequently had  to  resort  to  a  horse  and  sleigh,  a  not  too 
pleasant  conveyance  when  the  temperature  was  30  or 
more  degrees  below  zero.  It  is  the  hard  things  in  life 
that  we  always  recall  with  the  greatest  satisfaction, 
and  the  Sisters  of  Service  recall  with  the  fondest  re- 
collection their  first  years  at  Camp  Morton. 

The  district   they   came  to   serve   was   settled  by 


people  who  had  come  from  Galicia  in  Austria  not  more 
than  25  years  before.  These  settlers  were  a  hardy 
lot.  They  were  not  afraid  of  hard  work  and,  notwith- 
standing the  difficulty  of  clearing  a  farm  in  the  dense 
bush,  they  prospered.  The  farmers  in  those  days  did 
not  receive  the  remuneration  which  they  now  enjoy. 
For  instance,  the  settlers  at  Camp  Morton  tell  me  that 
the  first  years  they  would  cut  a  cord  of  wood,  haul  it 
to  the  nearest  store  and  receive  in  return  less  than 
One  Dollar,  which  had  to  be  taken  out  in  goods  from 
the  store.  For  the  same  now  they  receive  Six  Dollars 
in  cash  and  have  no  hauling  to  do.  There  was  no  rail- 
road and,  if  they  wanted  anything  not  provided  in  the 
little  country  store,  they  had  to  tramp  to  the  little 
Icelandic  town  of  Gimli,  a  distance  of  six  miles.  They 
tramped  back,  carrying  their  purchase  on  their  backs. 
After  all,  this  is  the  story  of  pioneering  that  was  enacted 
in  all  parts  of  the  country. 

It  should  be  stated  that  the  earliest  settlers  were 
largely  of  German  origin,  with  a  sprinkling  of  Poles 
and  Ukrainians.  The  Sisters  of  Service  were  received 
by  them  kindly,  but  not  enthusiastically.  Howeveir, 
the  Sisters  had  not  come  for  the  adults,  they  came  for 
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MORTON  MISSION  IN  1947 

Hall  «S.O..S'.  Convent 


the  children.  They  hopeid  of  course  that,  working 
through  the  children,  they  would  reach  the  adults. 
The  children  were  pitifully  ignorant  of  their  Catholic 
belief  and  their  religious  obligations.  What  a  change 
has  come  about  during  the  years!  I  can  describe  it 
only  as  astounding.  Nowhere  in  our  whole  country 
ai'e  there  children  more  docile  and  understanding, 
more  faithful  and  devoted  than  those  of  Camp  Morton. 
The  parents,  too,  have  shown  a  deeper  appreciation  of 
their  Faith  and  a  more  laudable  energy  in  the  fulfil- 
ment of  their  religious  duties.  One  boy  has  already 
commenced  his  studies  for  the  priesthood  and  it  is 
more  than  evident  that  others  will  follow  him.  No 
religious  vocations  as  yet  for  the  Sisterhoods,  but  that, 
too,  in  due  time  will  surely  come.  It  is  hardly  under- 
standable that  so  great  a  transformation  could  be 
brought  about  in  such  a  short  time.  Never  before 
have  I  seen  the  finger  of  God  move  so  clearly  over 
human  souls,  to  draw  them  to  their  Maker  and  bind 
them,  as  Tennyson  says,  "by  gold  chains  about  the  feet 
of  God."  We  are  truly  grateful  to  Almighty  God,  and 
we  are  grateful  also  to  His  devoted  servants,  the  Sisters 
of  Service^  who  were  His  instruments  in  bringing 
about  this  marvellous  work. 

-|- ALFRED  A.  SLWOTT. 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 


MORTON  MISSION  AS  IT  IS  TODAY 

The  S.O.S.  "school-marms"  take  the  weather  and 
the  trails  as  Nature  gives  them.  When  winds  are  wild 
in  January  and  snow  mounts  high,  there  come  days 
when  horses  cannot  plunge  through.  To  get  back  to 
their  school  districts  after  the  week-end  at  their  con- 
vent at  Camp  Morton  the  teachers  start  off  walking 
and  hope  for  the  best.  They  are  dressed  to  defy  the 
biting  blasts  and  the  caboose  will  meet  them  a  couple 
of  miles  out  where  the  drifts  are  not  so  deep. 


The  caboose  is  a  covered  sleigh  equipped 
with  a  tiny  stove  and  drawn  by  a  sturdy 
well-fed  team  of  horses.  The  driver  is  a 
farmer  of  Berlo,  the  farthest  school  dis- 
trict, who  brings  the  teachers  home  on 
Friday  evenings  and  comes  for  them  on 
Sunday  afternoons.  Few  parts  of  Canada 
have  had  winters  quite  like  the  one  of 
1947.,  and  Manitoba  is  no  exception.  The 
Sisters  teaching  in  the  three  rural  schools 
here  meet  the  challenge  of  the  weather 
and  of  their  rule.  "They  shall  embrace 
with  joy  the  sufferings  and  inconveniences 
that  will  inevitably  at  times  be  their  loi 
in  the  Mission  Field." 

The    teacher    of    No.    2 — King  Edward 
School,  Sister  L.  Trautman,  boards  during 
the  school  week,  when  winter  storms  are 
raging,  with  a  kind  elderly  couple  at  a  farm 
home.    Sister  R.  MacLellan  lives  in  a  teach- 
trage  beside  the  Berlo  school,  for  five  days 
each  stormy  winter  week  and  is  never  lonely.   There  are 
many  vitally  important  tasks  to  do  and  thirty  whole- 
some, trusting  farm  children  to  plan  for.    Sister  R. 
Mill,  whose  school  is  a  mile  west  from  headquarters, 
walks  daily  forth  and  back.    In  the  pioneer  days,  over 
twenty-two  years  ago,  three  horses,  kept  in  the  Sis- 
ters' stable  and  taken  care  of  entirely  by  the  Sisters 
themselves  did  splendid  conveyance  duty  winter  and 
summer  for  the  teachers  and  the  nurse  aiso. 

The  past  score  of  years  has  added  rapidly  to  the 
equipment  of  civilization.  The  evolution  in  transpor- 
tation has  provided  a  good  summer  road.  The  horses 
and  the  stable  are  gone  and  the  Sisters'  car  gets  a 
brief  rest  in  its  garage  only  when  blizzards  grip  the 
district. 

iSince  autumn  of  1924,  when  an  old  farm-house  on 
the  edge  of  Lake  Winnipeg  provided  living  quarters, 
the  picture  has  changed  completely.  Not  changed, 
though,  are  the  basic  characteristics  of  human  beings. 
Here  on  the  immense  areas  of  farm  lands  there  will  al- 
ways be  the  boys  and  girls  in  need  of  intrepid  miss- 
ionaries.   These  workers  must  be  entirely  practical 
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and  live  with  the  children  in  the  little  public  schools 
out  "in  the  sticks." 

It  is  a  hidden  life.  Many  who  visit  the  summer 
camp  here  imagine  that  the  Sisters  have  some  con- 
nection with  the  conducting  of  the  camp  organization. 
They  are  astonished  when  they  discover  that  the  little 
white  school-houses  on  the  west  road,  have  for  twenty- 
three  years  been  constantly  in  charge  of  Sisters  of 
Service  teachers.  American  tourists  cannot  under- 
stand how  the  system  works  and,  of  course,  the  ex- 
planation cannot  be  given  in  just  a  few  words.  Even 
Canadians  do  not  know  that  a  dream  of  over  twenty- 
five  years  ago,  to-day  is  well  nigh  a  complete  reality. 
The  missionary  work  that  has  been  done  among  these 
children  of  the  western  farms  is  a  promise  of  possibil- 
ities. Because  the  children  mould  the  future,  this 
hidden  labor  of  the  missionary  Sisters  will,  in  the 
long  run,  count  high.  Here  is  no  hope  of  immediate 
glory  for  the  religious  who  holds  herself  to  the  innu- 
merable tasks  of  a  teacher  in  an  ungraded  school,  day 
in,  day  out,  through  the  teaching  year.  Even  if  she 
can  handle  superl)ly  not  only  the  three  R's  but  all  the 
fancy  frills  as  well,  she  will  not  get  "into  the  papers." 
Moreover,  the  results  of  what  she  has  done  through 
the  years  to  keep  the  Faith  alive  among  the  people 
will  go  unnoticed,  except  by  the  very  few  who  have 
cared  to  watch  the  experiment. 

The  teachers  have  not  failed  in  their  great  adven- 
ture. Outside  of  the  school  building,  their  projects 
in  farm-social-service  and  church  work  have  known 
no  limit.  They  "co-operate  as  much  as  possible  with 
the  official  agencies  that  have  in  view  the  betterment 
of  the  people."  Red  Cross  work  and  health  projects 
have  always  had  special  attention.  Farm  clubs  for 
sewing,  poultry,  and  gardening  have  flourished.  The 
annual  school  fair  has  become  a  marked  success.  The 
accomplishment  of  all  this  has  necessitated  many  visits 
to  the  homes  in  the  evenings  and  during  week-ends 


The  Caboose,  Camp  Morton 

and  the  presence  of  the  teachers  with  their  pupils  at 
the  I'allies  and  other  agricultural  events.  In  many 
cases  great  resourcefulness  is  required  to  remove 
indifference  from  the  home  attitude. 

This  is  only  a  beginning  of  what  might  be  attempted 
for  Church  and  nation.  A  continual  study  of  the 
practicable  is  indispensable.  Daily  school  and  home 
activities  with  teen-age  young  people  would  move  the 
system  up  a  step.  This  can  be  done  through  the  or- 
ganization of  Continuation  Schools  and  the  forming  of 
senior  farm  clubs  of  several  types.  All  this  would  have 
the  backing  of  Educational  and  Agricultural  Govern- 
ment Officials.  The  children  born  on  the  land  should 
be  taught  all  the  advantages  of  such  a  blessed  birth- 
right. The  farm  children  should  love  their  rural  homes 
and  stay  on  the  land.  The  wealth  of  fine  young 
Catholic  rural  leaders  is  being  lost.  The  Sisters  of 
Service  teachers  have  the  adaptability  that  is  so  entirely 
essential  for  this  work.  They  labor  according  to  their 
rule,  "among  immigrants  and  their  children  dwelling  in 
outlying  districts"  and  "they  have  before  their  eyes  the 
specific  work  for  which  they  were  founded." 


"fk    fii  ^  I  M  ! 


The  Three  S.O.l^.  Teachers  at  Morton  Beady  to  Leave  for  their  Respective 
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The  Most  Recent  S.O.S.  School  Mission 

ST.  MICHAEL'S,  RYCROFT,  ALBERTA 


Although  St.  Michael  is  our  Commander-in-Chief, 
we  feel  in  tune  with  the  Great  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles, 

too  "in  labours,  in  watchings,  in  fastings,  in 

hunger  and  in  thirst."  When  the  thermometer  reads 
40°  below  zero,  when  the  butcher  shop  is  closed,  the 
water  low  and  the  milk  non-existent — well,  you  know 
you're  pioneering  in  the  North.  Old  Man  Winter  held 
us  with  a  heavy  hand  this  year,  and  there  was  no  vel- 
vet glove  on  it,  either.  Our  cold-fighting  equipment 
goes  back  to  the  Middle  Ages,  but  by  dint  of  tending 
furnaces  all  day  and  all  night  we  managed  to  keep 
slightly  ahead  of  the  mercury. 

All  these  minor  calamities  can  happen  in  one  day 
and  then,  to  add  insult  to  injury,  after  we  buy  a  load 
of  ice  along  comes  the  Chinook  and  melts  it  all.  This 
is  supposed  by  some  to  be  exceedingly  painful  to  our 
Scottish  Superior,  but  with  the  grim  fortitude  of  her 
race  she  says  nothing!  However,  we  now  take  these 
vicissitudes  in  our  stride,  especially  after  they  are 
over!  Instead  of  going  to  the  movies  and  watching 
someone  else's  antics  we  just  make  word  pictures  for 
each  other  of  our  own  experiences  and  are  highly 
amused. 


St.  Michael's,  Rycroft,  AJta.  This  missio7J  was  opened 
on  September  29,  1944.  Besides  teaching  in  the  public 
school,  the  Sisters  provide  meals  and  dormitory  accom- 
modation for  a  number  of  boys  and  girls  from  the  sur- 
rounding country,  who  are  attending  High  School  in 
Rycroft. 


In  the  Fall  of  1940  the  Sisters  of  Service  started  a 
Continuation  School  at  Sinnett.  Sask.  The  pupils 
arrive  on  foot,  by  horse  and  icagon,  motorcycle  or 
bicycle. 

that  he  has  two  High  Masses  (15  miles  and  three 
hours  apart)  on  that  day,  with  an  extra  sermon  and 
Holy  Hour  here  at  night. 

Any  students  in  residence  at  the  Dormitory  over 
the  week-end  take  their  turns  in  keeping  watch  be- 
fore the  Divine  Guest.  When  this  was  first  proposed 
to  them  a  non-Catholic  was  one  of  the  volunteers. 
On  returning  from  his  half-hour  in  church  he  said: 
"Sister,  it  seemed  only  a  few  minutes." 


Matters  Liturgical 

In  this  far-flung  Vicariate  the  problems  of  weather 
and  geography  and  the  scarcity  of  missionaries  often 
result  in  coldness  and  indifference  towards  religion. 
It  is  the  inestimable  privilege  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
to  help  in  some  small  way  to  push  back  these  frontiers 
of  ignorance.  To  bring  some  slight  knowledge  of  our 
holy  religion  where  none  existed  before,  to  explain 
the  wondrous  and  comforting  teachings  of  our  Divine 
Master,  to  be  of  use  in  helping  to  save  souls  for  Him — 
all  this  reduces  to  a  mere  nothing  those  Puckish  an- 
noyances that  will  ever  beset  our  path  in  this  vale  of 
tears. 

To  make  some  amends  to  Him  for  those  that  know 
him  not,  we  have  the  happiness  this  year  of  assisting 
at  Exposition  of  th©  Blessed  Sacrament  on  the  first 
Sunday  of  every  month  in  the  parish  church.  Our 
zealous  pastor  is  responsible  for  this,  despite  the  fact 


Combination  Convent  and  School 
at  Christian  Island,  Oulorio.  This 
ivork.  among  the  descendants  of 
hidians  converted  by  the  Canadian 
Martyrs  was  begun  by  the  Sisters  of 
Service  on  Xoveniber  19,  1942. 


1922 


Silver  JnhiJee 


1947 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


The  two  students  and  their  mother, 
who  were  baptized  recently  at  Rycroft, 
are  shoion  here  iv-ith  the  Sister  who 
instructed  them  and  the  priest  who 
received  them  into  the  Church. 

Our  boys  serve  Mass  every  morning,  taking  turns — 
one  each  week — and  are  gradually  becoming  familiar 
with  the  adventurous  life  of  an  altar  boy. 

It  is  vastly  amusing  to  hear  the  comments  of  the 
newcomere  each  year.  One  boy  on  being  approached 
on  the  subject  of  learning  to  serve  Mass  looked  at 
Sister  speculatively  and  said,  "Oh,  you  mean  park  the 
Book  around!" 

Converts 

Two  of  our  students  (brother  and  sister)  were  in- 
structed by  Sister  H.  and  received  into  the  Church 
by  Father  Paquiu  on  Christmas  Eve.  They  made 
their  First  Communion  at  iMidnight  Mass.  Their 
mother,  also  instructed  by  the  Sisters,  has  become  a 
Catholic  since  then.  The  older  sister  of  the  family 
was  received  into  the  Church  over  a  year  ago,  having 
married  a  Catholic  boy  belonging  to  the  parish — giv- 
ing further  proof  of  the  unending  good  that  can  be 
accomplished  by  just  one  genuine  Catholic. 

Teaching  the  Two  M's 

As  we  hadn't  any  spare  time  anyway,  we  thought 
we  might  as  well  start  a  few  more  activities,  to  wit: 


The  first  article  of  furniture  made 
in  the  Manual  Training  Class  at  Ry- 
croft, and  the  hoy  who  made  it. 


classes  in  Manual  Training  and  Music,  and  a  Glee 
Club.  Sister  H.  taught  manual  training  all  winter  in 
the  basement  workshop — that  versatile  Church  base- 
ment! It  is  library,  recreation  room,  store  room,  meet- 
ing place  for  the  Red  Cross,  Board  of  Trade,  etc.,  and 
when  nobody  else  is  using  it,  the  parish  priest  lives 
there.  Many  novel  and  interesting  things  in  wood 
oame  forth  from  the  workshop;  so  many,  in  fact, 
that  the  class  was  able  to  have  an  exhibit  and  sale 
of  their  work  at  tlie  parish  bazaar.  There  were  tie- 
racks,  pot  holders,  plaques,  teapot  stands,  door  stops 
• — and  the  end  is  not  yet!  Father  is  the  head  archi- 
tect and  specializes  in  large  projects  such  as  churches, 
cupboards  and  choir  lofts. 

After  pinching  pennies  and  writing  begging  letters 
for  two  years  we  have  a  second-hand  piano  and  Sister 
M.  is  now  teaching  music.  She  and  Sister  H.  practice, 
too,  sometimes,  and  that  hollow  noise  you  hear  is  just 
Chopin  turning  over  in  his  gi'ave!  Several  of  Sister's 
piano  pupils  have  marked  musical  ability  and  are 
being  prepared  for  the  University  of  Alberta  Exam- 


In  August.  1938,  the  Sisters  of  Service  stalled  rural 
school  work  in  the  district  of  Mint07i,  Sask.  Here  we  see 
the  children  giving  their  desks  a  thorough  cleaning. 


inations  in  June.  The  Sisters  have  also  begun  to  work 
on  items  tor  the  Music  and  Drama  Festival  which 
takes  place  in  May.  We  trust  that  St.  Cecilia  overlooked 
the  fact  that  our  Glee  Club  for  the  High  School  stu- 
dents was  started  on  February  14th;  no  doubt  she 
and  St.  Valentine  are  on  the  best  of  terms. 


The  parish  priest  inspects  the  articles  made  hy  the 
pupils  for  an  exhibit  and  sale  at  St.  Theresa's  School, 
Wexfo7-d,  Ontario.  The  Sisters  of  Service  began  teach- 
ing in  this  school  in  the  fall  of  1939. 
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TEACHING  RELIGION  BY  CORRESPONDENCE 


THE  FIRST  S.O.S.  CONVENT  IN  EDMONTON 
Cradle  of  the  Religious  Correspondence  Work 


LOOKING  back  to  the  be->innings  of  all  worth- 
wliile  works  accomplished  for  souls,  we  see 
that  daring  missionary  jiioneevs  never  waited 
for  ideal  circumstances  or  best  opportunities— 
because  these  never  came  their  way.  They  visioned 
the  pressing  work  to  be  done  and  with  high  courage 
and  trust  in  God  they  set  about  it  with  whatever 
resources  were  at  hand.  They  sowed  the  seed  and 
Avere  content  to  await  the  sunshine  of  God's  grace 
for  a  bountiful  harvest.  Such  was  the  pattern 
followed  in  the  short  hist(u-y  of  the  Religiou-s 
Correspondence  Work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

The  vision  of  the  great  mission  field  of  Western. 
C'anada— a  generation  of  Catholics  growing  up 
with  little  knowledge  of  their  faith,  isolated  by 
distance  from  priest  and  church,  and  deprived  of 
the  comforting  Presence  of  Jesus  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament— inspired  the  idea  of  teaching  religion 
hj  mail. 

First  Sowing  of  the  Seed 

In  January,  192.^),  this  iiniiortant  work  was  begun 
in  the  Archdiocese  of  Edmonton  with  Ihe  blessing 


of  the 
As  w 
lessons 


I 

f- 


and  heartening  en- 
couragement of  the 
Most  Reverend  J.  J. 
0  'Leary,  then  Arch- 
bishop of  that  See.  In 
the  small  refectory  of 
their  unpretentious 
C(jnvent  home,  with  a 
table,  two  chairs  and  a 
precious  typewriter 
for  office  equipment, 
the  Sisters  planned 
and  type<.l  the  first  sim- 
]ile  lessons  which  were 
sent  winging  across 
the  miles  to  a  few  hun- 
dred of  these  isolated 
children  of  the 
Church.  Fervent 
prayers  that  the  seed 
would  fall  on  fertile 
ground  went  up  to 
h  e  a  V  e  n  from  the 
hearts  of  those  two 
pioneer  Sisters  on  that 
happy  day.  The  good 
seed  was  sown  !  Like 
all  good  seed  it  has 
jM'Oved  its  worth  in 
the  fruitful  harvest 
past  twenty-odd  years, 
as  to  be  expected,  the  work  grew — and  new 
and  methods  kept  i)ace  with  the  growing. 


/S.O.S.  Conrent  in  Edmonton  at  the  present  date.  The 
addition  at  the  side  nas  made  in  1941  to  provide  more 
office  space. 
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Kijilit  Ki'vcToud  Mou- 
sijiuor  I);iy,  of  Mon- 
tana, kindly  gave  the 
Sisters  permission  to 
use  his  I'our  Courses 
in  Christian  Doctrine 
for  the  teaehint?  of  re- 
ligion by  correspond- 
ence. These  Courses 
helped  to  make  the 
.study  les.sons  for  the 
children  more  stable. 

New  Centre  Opened 
in  Regina 

Dui-inu'  tlie  tii'st 
twelve  years,  the  Sis- 
ters at  the  Edmonton 
house  tried  to  eojx' 
with  the  sendini:'  of 
lessons  to  the  children 
of  the  three  Western 
]*rovinces,  but  the 
pupils  soon  became  too 
numerous  for  satisfac- 
tory instruction.  AVith 
the  appointment  of 
His  Eminence  Cardi- 
nal M  c  G  u  i  g-  a  n  as 
Archbishop  of  R  e  - 
gina     a     new  fiehl 

wa.s  opened  to  the  Keligious  Correspondence  work. 
At  his  request,  on  September  8th,  19;U,  the  Sisters 
of  Service  arrived  in  l?egina  to  instruct  the  little 
ones  of  the  Prairie  by  mail. 

The  Sisters  came  to  Regina  with  the  advantage 
of  much  valuable  experience  gained  at  Edmonton, 
but  dreary  years  of  drought  dried  up  the  once 
fertile  fields  of  Saskatchewan,  bringing  .suffering 
and  poverty  to  thousands  of  homes.  This  was  a 
time  when  the  going  was  hard  for  all.  But  it  was 
also  a  time  of  great  blessings  because  a  friendship 
born  of  sympathy  and  understanding  was  forged 
between  Sisters  and  children— a  friendship  which 
has  grown  deeper  with  the  passing  of  the  years. 

Extension  Below  the  Border 

In  Bishop  Muench  of  Fargo,  North  Dakota, 
invited  the  Si.sters  of  Service  to  open  a  mission 
from  which  the  rural  children  of  the  Fargo  Dio- 
cese might  be  instructed  in  religion  by  correspon- 
dence. During  the  past  eight  years  this  work  has 
gi'own  and  prospered ;  over  tAVO  thousand  young 
Americans  are  now  learning  to  know  and  love  God 
by  means  of  these  lessons.  The  three  S.O.S.  Reli- 
gious Coi'respondence  Schools  have  the  same  out- 
line of  instructions,  but  there  is  much  scope  left 
for  the  personal  guidance  of  pupils.  What  is  writ- 
ten of  one  Correspondence  School  may  be  written 
of  all.  In  each  centre  there  is  the  same  love  for  souls 
on  the  part  of  the  Sisters  and  the  same  enthusiastic 


S.0.8.  Religious  Corres})on(lence  Centre,  Fargo.  N.D. 


response  from  the  children  who  come  under  their 
care  and  influence. 

There's  a  Silver  Lining 

In  the  world  today  the  goal  aimed  at  by  nations, 
through  false  propaganda,  both  political  and  reli- 
gious, is  to  win  the  hearts  of  men— particularly  the 
jninds  and  hearts  of  the  young.  To  attain  this  end, 
nothing  is  spared  in  the  way  of  literature,  time  and 
money.  The  radio  and  mail  play  a  large  part  in 
tills  propaganda.  No  home  is  too  remote  or  too 
poor,  no  mind  too  dull  to  pass  by,  if  new  recruits 
can  be  won  for  their  caiise. 

The  knowledge  that  many  of  our  isolated  Catho- 
lic families  are  being  deceived  by  these  zealous 
protagonists  of  error  may  sometimes  be  depressing 
to  the  ardent  Catholic  heart,  but  the  picture  should 
not  be  all  draped  in  black.  Even  a  passing  glimpse 
at  the  wo]-k  of  counteraction  being  done  from  the 
one  correspondence  centre  in  Regina  will  provide 
a  silver  lining. 

Facts  and  Figures 

During  eight  months  of  1946  answers  returned 
by  the  children  for  correction  totalled  25,766, 
which  means  that  the  corres))onding  number  of 
lessons  had  been  studied  individuall\'  by  pu])ils 
ranging  from  Grade  HI  to  Grade  XI,  from  chil- 
dren of  tender  age  to  studious  adults,  wdio  usually 
leave  a  blank  space  where  age  should  be  stated — 
without  losing  a  mark ! 


1922 


Silver  Juhilee 


1947 


16 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


JULY,  1947 


Preparing  and  Correcting  Lessons,  Regina,  Sask. 


One  tlioiisciiid  two  li  mid  red  students  received 
merit  badores  for  com])leting'  a  junior  or  senior 
course  durin<jf  1946,  an  encouraging  sign  that  a 
milestone  had  been  reached  in  the  long  road  of  the 
study  of  religion. 

The  Christmas  Contests  bring  great  pleasure 
even  to  those  most  lacking  in  artistic  taste.  Five 
tliousand  copies  of  the  1946  Christma.s  Contest 
were  sent  out  dui-ing  Advent  to  be  e()mi)leted 
before  January  ir)th.  Many  of  the  returned  papers 
showed  delicate  balance  of  colour  and  striking 
originality ;  there  are,  of  course,  the  poor  dears 
Avho,  in  spite  of  hard  work  and  good  will,  are  "un- 
conscious" when  it  comes  to  colour.  Thirty  prizes, 
junior  and  senior,  were  awarded  for  the  best  work 
in  colouring  and  for  coi'rect  answers ;  thirty  of  the 
second-best  received  honourable  mention.  The 
winning  of  one  of  these  prizes  is  an  important 
eA  ent  in  their  young  lives. 

The  Tie  That  Binds 

HiipphMiuMitiug  tlie  lessons,  genei'al  letters  e.\- 
piaining  Ihe  liturgical  feasts  were  sent  into  the 
homes  at  regidar  intervals.  Two  of  these' contained 
a  short  summary  of  the  lovely  story  of  Our  Lady 
of  Fatima  — as  a  reminder  to  pupils  and  parents  to 
I'enew  or  begin  the  practice  of  saying  the  Family 
T\osarv.    These  general  letters  also  told  of  the  girls 


"\\ho  entered  the  Convent  during  the  year  ....  of 
the  two  boys  who  were  received  into  the  Church — 
of  pupils  who  completed  the  entire  course  by 
correspondence  and  received  a  Simday  Missal  for 
remembrance. 

(Like  the  joke  column  in  certain  magazines, 
these  items  concerning:  the  doings  of  pupils  form, 
for  many,  the  most  interesting  part  of  the  letters, 
if  we  can  judge  from  comments  received  later). 

Sorrow  is  eased  when  shared  by  others,  so  in 
these  letters  we  solicit  the  prayers  of  all  for  dear 
parents  who  have  died  and  for  deceased  com- 
panions who  were  receiving  lessons.  During  1946 
nine  pupils  M'ent  home  to  God— two  were  in  d^o^\^l- 
ing  accidents  and  one  in  a  highway  car  crash.  Six- 
teen happy  brides  received  the  Sacrament  of 
Matrimony  and  wrote  to  tell  us  of  their  lovely 
Catholic  weddings ;  a  picture  of  the  bride  and 
groom  usually  comes  along,  with  a  wee  taste  of  the 
wedding  cake.  A  blessed  crucifix  for  their  new 
home  is  always  the  gift  of  the  Sisters  to  the  newly- 
Vv-eds.  These  family  items  help  to  form  a  strong 
bond  of  friendship  between  the  students. 

A  Link  Between  Flock  and  Shepherd 

Christmas  would  not  seem  complete  without  the 
kind  Christmas  messages  to  parents  and  children 
from  the  beloved  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  the 
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CORRESPONDENCE  PUPILS 

They    cannot    wait    until    they  reach 
home  to  open  their  lessons. 


A  Laugh  or  Two! 

To  accelerate  interest  in  the  study  of  religion 
by  mail,  we  sent  a  special  circular  of  part  of  the 
message  of  our  Holy  Father  which  was  broadcast 
to  the  Congress  in  Portugal  on  the  "Study  of  the 
Catechism."  Our  pupils  a]iplied  the  message  to 
tliemselve.s,  and  it  was  interesting  to  see  tlie  reac- 
tion. One  tardy  student  got  the  whole  gist  of  the 
Tope's  message  in  one  sentence:  "Hurry,  Sisters," 
he  wrote,  "and  send  me  my  catechism  while  I'm 
young  and  anxious  to  learn."  To  make  this  more 
imperative  he  mai'ked  his  envelope — RUSH! 

The  excuses  from  tlie  easy-going  youngsters  for 
not  answering  their  lessons  evoke  many  a  laugh 
from  the  correctors.  One  little  miss  wrote:  "Sister, 
you  have  no  idea  what  it  lia.s  been  like  around  this 
place,  wedding  upon  wedding.  1  didn't  get  time  to 
do  my  lessons."  Evidently  our  gay  social  miss 
showed  a  good  Community  spirit  and  didn't  miss 
any  of  the  weddings.  One  lad  wrote,  in  radio  par- 
lance: "Sister,  I  lost  the  papei-  with  the  .solutit)n 
to  the  (juiz." 

The  3'ounger  mend)ers  of  the  family  can  hardly 
wait  until  they  have  reached  the  age  anil  grade  to 
begin  catechi.sm  by  mail.  They  write:  "Sister, 
can  I  get  my  Sisters  of  Service  papers  now?  I'm 
in  Grade  III."  They  put  their  whole  hearts  into 
the  lessons  of  "Jesu.s  and  I,"  an  excellent  course 
for  little  ones,  which  unfolds  to  their  innocent 
minds  in  simple  language  the  thrilling  love  story 
of  the  life  of  Christ,  and  prepares  them  well  for 
their  First  Confession  and  Communion.  The  per- 
mission to  use  this  course  was  graciously  given  to 
us-  by  the  author,  Reverend  A.  Heeg,  S..1.    In  spite 


various  Dioceses.  We  mimeograph 
these  letters  on  festive  coloured  paper 
with  attractive  Christmas  designs, 
and  they  are  sent  into  as  many  homes 
as  possible  for  Christmas.  Thus  the 
scattered  members  of  the  flock  are 
brought  close  to  the  voice  and  heart 
of  their  chief  shepherd.  In  the 
numerous  letters  sent  by  the  children 
in  answer  to  these  Christmas  mes- 
.'^ages  trust  in  and  love  for  their 
Bishops  is  very  evident.  Hundreds 
of  these  pupils  and  their  parents  have 
only  known  the  drabness  of  the  local 
schoolroom  or  Community  Hall  as  a 
parish  church.  It  is  hard  for  them  to 
visualize  the  beauty  of  the  Church '.s 
liturgical  ceremonies,  or  to  feel  much 
pride  and  dignity  in  being  a 
Catholic.  This  contact  with  their 
Bishop  helps  them  to  realize  that  the 
Church  is  indeed  a  Mother  and 
deeply  interested  in  their  spiritual 
welfare. 


CHAPEL  IN  AN  S.O.S.  CORRESPONDENCE  HOUSE 
Before  the  lessons  are  mailed  they  are  placed  before  the  Altar  to  receive 
the  special  Messing  of  our  Eucharistic  King. 
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The  Apostolate  of  the  Press  ■ — by  means  of  circulating  Libiaries  arid  the  remailing 
of  Catholic  papers  and  periodicals — has  an  important  place  in  Correspondence  Work. 
Here  we  see  Sisters  preparing  hooks  arid  magazines  to  he  serit  by  mail  to  isolated 
Vfitholir  families. 


of  revised  modern  school  curriculums,  the  third- 
traders  of  1947  still  cause  the  same  chuckle  among 
the  Guardian  Angels  as  the  third-graders  of 
twenty-odd  years  ago,  when  they  insist  that  "the 
garden  angles"  watch  over  them."  And  the  three 
wise  Kings,  coming  to  visit  the  Baby  Jesus,  bring 
everything  under  the  sun  that  sounds  like  gold, 
frankincense  and  myrrli.  The  latest  version  is  .  .  . 
' '  one  brought  gold,  one  brought  the  miri-or,  and  the 
otlier  brouglit  Melchior. " 


Co-Operation  Plus ! 

Our  Annual  A])peal  in  the  form  of  a  Charity 
l>raw  in  aid  of  the  Correspondence  School  arouses 
keen  salesmanship  in  the  most  reticent  characters. 
The  breeze  of  the  prairie  seems  to  pervade  the  office 
in  the  expressions  of  a  desire  to  be  of  help  to  us. 
One  writes:  "Sister,  rush  me  another  book.  T  have 
some  good  customers  waiting."  Another,  feeling 
ratlier  pleased  with  lier  generosity,  writes  thus : 


' '  Sisters,  I  bet  you're  mighty  glad  to  get  this  dollar, 
and  I  hope  I'm  the  lucky  duck  to  win  the  bike." 
*    *  * 

No,  life  in  a  Religious  Correspondence  House  is 
not  at  all  what  many  might  think— the  dull  eor- 
]ecting  of  catechism  les.sons  with  red  ink!  The 
lighthearted  gaietj'  of  our  nearly  six  thousand 
active  students  has  truly  the  mark  of  work  done  for 
the  love  of  God.  It  would  take  reams  of  paper  and 
a  gifted  pen  to  tell  of  the  charm  of  their  hundreds 
of  kind  letters  and  crumpled  little  notes,  which 
bring  stinging  tears  to  the  eyes  or  spontaneous 
laughter  to  the  lips,  as  tlie  case  may  be. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  .seed  sown  so  obscurely 
over  twenty  years  ago  has  sprung  up  and  is  now 
yielding  a  rich  harvest  of  souls.  Let  us  continue 
to  sow  the  seeds  of  truth  in  the  hearts  of  the  young 
in  our  beloved  Canada  until  the  day  dawns 
when  parish  churches  will  dot  our  "Western  land 
and  Christ  with  ITis  priests  will  dwell  among  the 
people. 
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^er  Corpus  at  anitnam 


T 


HE  Golden  West— the  Land  of 
Promise  !  Such  it  was — and 
such  it  is — golden  in  its  acres 
of  waving  wheat;  golden  in  the  sun- 
rise that  sweeps  the  prairie  and 
touches  the  distant  snows  of  the 
Rockies;  golden  in  its  promise  of 
l)eace  and  plenty.  The  multitudes 
that  followed  the  adventurer  and 
missioner  in  this  new  land  receiv^ed 
of  these  natui*al  riches,  and,  in  re- 
turn, gave  to  the  West  its  spirit  of 
daring,  independence  and  hospi- 
tality. 

But  in  choosing  to  break  land  in 
this  vast  expanse,  many  there  were 
who  thus  condemned  themselves  to  an 
isolation  which  was  almost  complete.  In  possess- 
ing the  riches  of  the  land,  they  were  yet  deprived 
of  spiritual  guidance  and  physical  help.  It  was  in 
an  effort  to  remedy  this  situation  that  the  Sisters 
of  Service,  shortly  after  their  foundation,  opened 
in  1925  their  first  hospital  in  Vilna,  Alberta,  a 
farming  district  northeast  of  Edmonton,  and  in 
1926,  the  second  hospital  at  Edson,  in  the  same 
Province. 

Although  a  Catholic  hospital  must  at  all  times 
represent  the  principles  of  Christ-like  charity,  a 


iistera  of  Service  Ho.siJilal,  YUna,  Alberta 

small  rural  hospital,  because  it  is  such,  must  be  a 
centre  from  which  this  charity  goes  forth,  not  only 
in  the  care  of  the  sick,  but  in  every  other  form  of 
apostolate.  It  is  in  preparing  souls  for  heaven 
that  our  chief  work  lies.  The  religious  nurse  has 
countless  and  precious  opportunities  for  doing  this. 
But  besides  the  apostolate  of  the  hospital,  from 
these  two  centres  are  sent  catechists  who  gather 
together  the  children  of  new-Canadians  to 
teach  them  the  saving  doctrines  of  their  religion; 
there  are  also  visits  to  homes  where  distance  and 
impassable  roads  make  these  calls 
something  to  remember;  and  always 
there  is  an  attempt  to  keep  up  con- 
tacts by  letters  and  literature,  and 
the  encouragement  to  take  advantage 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  Religious 
Correspondence  Course. 


Sisters  of  Service  Hospital,  Edson,  Alberta 


The  Harvest  is  Waiting^ 

We  who  have  the  privilege  of 
working  in  our  hospitals,  glory  in 
the  vocation  which  is  ours,  and  are 
sincerely  grateful  to  the  Lord  for 
giving  U.S  part  in  His  ]niss,ion  of 
bringing  souls  to  the  Father.  But, 
like  Xavier,  we  could  cry,  "Souls, 
Lord,  give  us  souls",  for  in  this 
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A  Baker  a  Dozen  of  Babies  at  our  Ed.son  Hosoilal 


piviiric  and  in  this  wooik'd  l;ni(l  that  surrounds 
our  l)(ispitals,  \vi'  knew  oF  llic  mimbers  who 
have  roi-uotlcn  (w  wlio  will  never  know  the  ^'lories 
of  tlie  i'ailli  tliat  should  he  theirs.  Hui'prisiu«:-  to 
some  would  be  the  i'aet  that  missionary  i)ossibili- 
ties  and  ])r()blems  present  themselves  in  the  West 


in  Ihe  same  deyree  as  thev  do  in  foreign  missions. 
JJei'ore  tlie  i)rairies  and  the  mountains  resound 
with  the  name  of  "Jesus",  many  must  come  to 
saeritice  themselves  to  this  woi-k  of  Home  Missions. 
The  tield  is  still  great,  and  more  than  ready  for 
the  harvest— and  the  labourers  are  still  few. 
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y  for 


the 


St.  Francis  Xavier.  Patron  of  Missions,  Pray  for  us. 

May  St.  Fancis  Xavier,  our  lioly  patron,  be 
pleased  to  obtain  for  us  great  love  of  God  and  of 


•souls,  so  thai,  our  luunber  increasing,  we  may 
continue  our  apostolate  with  greater  vigor  and 
make  of  this,  our  own  Canada,  a  "Land  of 
Promise" ! 
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Wi^m  Summer  Comes; 


A  Welcome  Drink  Beticeen  Study  Periods 


IF  THERE  IS  one  work  for  God  that  appeals  more 
than  another  to  the  zeal  of  missionary  souls  it  is  the 
privilege  of  enkindling  in  the  hearts  of  children 
"the  fire  of  His  Divine  Love."  Forever  sounding  in 
their  ears  are  the  words  of  the  Master:  "Suffer  the 
little  children  to  come  unto  Me"  and  they  have  ever 
"before  their  eyes  that  vision  which  has  been  the  in- 
spiration of  poets,  artists  and  missionaiies — Jesus 
holding  little  ones  close  to  His  Heart  and  blessing 
them. 

All  the  year  round,  it  is  true,  whether  teaching  in 
the  classroom,  preparing  lessons  in  religion  to  be  sent 
by  mail,  or  nursing  little  ones  in  hospital,  the  Sisters 
of  Service  are  mindful  of  this  Scriptural  evidence  of 
the  Good  Shepherd's  love  for  the  lambs  of  His  flock. 
But  it  is  during  the  sunny  vacation  days  that  many  of 
them  specialize  exclusively  in  this  work  so  dear  to 
their  hearts.  During  the  summer  months  as  many 
Sisters  as  can  possibly  be  spared  from  other  activities 
go  forth  into  the  byways  and  hedges  of  rural  Canada 
and  North  Dakota  in  an  all-out  effort  to  enkindle  in 
the  souls  of  children  a  flaming  Love  that  will  keep 
them  ever  true  to  the  teachings  and  inspirations  of 


the  One  Whom  they  are  taught  to  know,  love  and 
serve. 

The  Sisters  understand  full  well,  through  personal 
experience  and  observation  of  others,  that  love  is  the 
strongest  and  most  impelling  force  in  the  human 
heart.  Hopes,  fears,  ambitions — all  the  various  emo- 
tions and  desires  of  the  soul — are  subject  to  the  invin- 
cible power  of  love.  Therefore,  in  and  above  all  their 
instruction  in  virtue  and  doctrine  they  try  to  awaken 
in  the  children  under  their  influence  a  sincere  and 
ardent  love  for  the  Person  of  Our  Divine  Lord. 

Through  the  happy  sunlit  days  of  summer  a  little 
army  (would  that  it  were  larger!)  of  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice, divided  into  units  of  twos  or  threes,  makes  spir- 
itual hay  under  the  benign  shining  of  the  Sun  of 
Righteousness.  Moving  from  one  little  settlement  to 
another,  they  prepare  hundreds  of  children  to  receive 
the  King  of  Love  for  the  first  time  in  Holy  Commun- 
ion. Many,  too.  are  prepared  for  the  coming  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  with  His  seven-fold  gifts,  in  the  Sacra- 
ment of  Confirmation. 

In  a  country  like  ours,  where  the  winter  is  long 
and  the  summer  fleeting,  much  must  be  accomplished 
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in  a  short  time.  In  order 
that  the  good  seed  plant- 
ed in  vacation  time  may 
not  be  allowed  to  lan- 
guish^ the  names  of  chil- 
dren contacted  are  put  on 
the  mailing  list  at  one  of 
the  S.O.S.  Religious  Cor- 
respondence Centres. 
True,  religion  by  mail  is 
only  a  substitute  for  per- 
sonal instruction  but,  as 
can  be  seen  elsewhere  in 
this  issue,  it  is  a  very 
effective  way  of  keeping  a 
vast  number  of  Christ's 
little  ones  growing  in  His 
grace  and  in  His  Love. 

Vacation  schools  also 
provide  an  opportunity 
for  visiting  families,  an 
activity  oftentimes  pro- 
ductive of  much  spiritual 
good.    Many  incidents  of 
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intense  human  interest 
could  be  told  by  Sisters 
engaged  in  this  work,  but 
for  the  most  part,  since 
the  secrets  of  souls  are 
sacred,  they  must  be  re- 
corded only  in  heaven. 

It  is  not  surprising, 
therefore,  that  with  the 
coming  o  f  summer's 
warmth  and  sunshine. 
Sisters  who  have  given  of 
their  best  to  God's  ser- 
vice through  the  "long  and 
cheerless  winter"  should 
look  forward  hopefully  to 
months  when  the  natural 
beauty  and  attractiveness 
of  gentle  breezes,  fra- 
grant flowers  and  golden 
sunlight  will  be  a  powerful 
auxiliary  to  their  work  of 
leading  souls  to  Nature's 
God. 
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Salute  to  0m  benefactors! 


What  You  Do  For  Us 

The  exi^ansioii  and  growth  of  our  Institute,  as 
shown  in  the  preceding  pages,  is  due  in  large  part 
to  the  generosity  of  our  benefactors.  We  use  the 
word  here  in  its  widest  sense  to  include  ail  those 
who  have  helped  by  prayer,  monetary  donation  or 
l)ersonal  service,  to  promote  our  activities  in  the 
Home  Mission  Field  during  the  i)ast  twenty-five 
years. 

To  all  of  you  we  wish  to  say  "Thank  you"  from 
the  bottom  of  our  hearts.  This  "Silver  Jubilee" 
issue  is  a  grateful  tribute  to  the  .self-sacrificing 
devotion  with  which  you  have  rendered  one  or 
more  of  the  three  services  necessary  for  the  continu- 
ance of  our  work  for  God  and  souls. 

Personal  Service.  Those  who  have  given  them- 
selves— their  all — to  the  task  of  preserving  and 
spreading  the  Faith  are,  of  course,  the  greatest 
benefactors.  The  need  for  missionary  Avocations  to 
continue  what  has  been  begun  is  imperative.  Our 
hopes  are  turning  to  the  many  young  girls  who 
dream  of  DOING  .something  to  prove  their  love  for 
Christ.  Are  you  one  of  these?  If  so— come  into 
His  Vineyard.  The  wonderful  promise  made  to  the 
Apostles — Jesus'  fir.st  missionaries — still  .stands: 
"Every  one  that  hath  left  house,  or  brethren,  or 
sisters,  or  father,  or  mother,  or  wife,  or  children, 
or  lands,  for  My  Name's  sake,  shall  receive  a  hun- 
dred fold  and  life  everlasting." 

Prayerful  Service.  AVith  apologies  to  Milton, 
we  would  say:  "They  also  serve  who  only  kneel 
and  pray."  Comparatively  few  receive  the  high 
call  to  personal  service,  not  all  are  in  a  position  to 
contribute  financially,  but  ALL— no  matter  what 
their  age  or  condition — can  pray.  "Thy  Kingdom 
Come!"  These  three  little  words,  said  often  and 
fervently,  may  work  miracles  of  grace  in  making 
Christ's  kingdom  come  in  many  hearts. 

Financial  Service.  Tw'ice  a  }'ear  from  our 
Mother  House  and  once  annually  from  our  religious 
instruction  centres  in  Fargo,  Edmonton  and  Regina, 
we  send  out  appeals  for  financial  assistance. 
AVith  what  comes  in  at  the  three  correspondence 
centres  we  buy  lessons,  stamps,  envelope-;,  mimeo- 
graph supi^lies  and  other  accessories  that  make 
possible  the  teaching  of  religion  by  mail.  Donations 
received  at  the  Mother  House  are  put  to  the  best  use 
wherever  help  is  most  urgently  needed.  Without 
this  charitable  supj)ort  fi-om  our  benefactors  we 
could  not  continue  our  work  in  the  Home  Mission 
Field. 


What  We  Do  For  You 

Oui's  is  a  small  Community.  Though  our  num- 
bers do  not  go  far  into  the  second  hundred,  our 
houses,  like  the  Canadian  prairies,  are  sparsely 
•settled  (at  least  with  Sisters).  As  a  matter  of 
f."iCt,  our  hundred-odd  staff  twenty  houses,  with 
one  outpost  on  the  Atlantic,  the  other  on  the  Pa- 
cific. And  each  of  these  houses  has  a  Mass  offered 
eacli  month  for  the  benefactors  of  the  Community 
—living  and  dead. 

Some  of  the  chapels  in  which  this  Mass  is  offered 
are  extremely  primitive,  some  are  very  liturgical 
and  ^\■ell-equipped.  But  the  wonderful  part  of  it 
all,  for  you  benefactors,  is  that  besides  our  daily 
jirayers  for  your  intentions,  on  two  mornings  out 
of  every  three  a  Mass  is  being  offered  for  you  in 
one  of  these  chapels.  At  the  present  time,  out  of 
the  365  dajs  of  the  year,  240  mornings  A\'itness  the 
offering  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice  for  your  intentions. 

Is  not  this  an  incentive  to  continue  your  gener- 
ous assistance  to  our  missions?  AVhen,  with  your 
help,  we  have  been  enabled  to  open  ten  more  mis- 
sions "Our  IJenefactors"  will  be  able  to  count  on 
a  DAILY  MASS-somewhere  in  the  S.O.S.  Field 
of  Service.  Is  not  this  an  objective  well  worth 
attaining  ? 


©lit  ©eab 

Tliosc  who  (lie  in  grace  go  no  further  from 
IIS  than  (lad — and  God  is  very  near. 

The  Most  h'crercnd  Neil  McNeil, 
late  Archbishop  of  Toronto 
May  25,  1934 

Reverend  A.  Coughlin,  C.Ss.B. 
May  27.  1943 

Sister  M.  0th ilia.  Sister  of  St.  Joseph 
April  8,  1937 

Sister  Angela  Jones 
April  5,  1925 

Sister  Mary  MacNeil 
January  26,  1933 

Sister  Carmel  Egan 
June  6,  1939 

Sister  Mani  Hodgers 
September  25,  1943 
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THE  KING'S  HIGHWAY 


THIS  title  in  our  days  of  democracy  has 
somewhat  lost  its  original  glamour.  The 
King's  Highway  is  in  reality  a  relic  of  those 
times  when  earthly  monarehs  left  their  royal  im- 
print on  the  very  soil  over  which  they  ruled.  In  the 
old  Province  of  Quebec  the  road  that  runs  along 
the  banks  of  the  St.  La%^Tence  is  still  known  as 
the  "Chemin  du  Roi"— the  King's  Highway.  Just 
a&  the  foot-rule  continues  to  be  known  as  "le  pied 
du  roi"  .  .  .  "the  King's  foot."  How  powerful  and 
tenacious  are  historic  traditions!  One  cannot 
hear  the  Quebec  farmers  speak  of  the  "Chemin 
du  Roi"  without  harking  back  to  the  days  when 
New  France  was  governed  from  Versailles.  How 
little  then  the  ruling  Kings  of  Old  France  visua- 
lized the  glorious  future  of  Canada.  Were  not 
these  "few  acres  of  snow,"  as  some  sneering  cour- 
tiers called  her,  destined  to  become  the  most 
beautiful  gem  of  the  British  Empire  ? 

Along  the  Pacific  Coast,  in  California,  there  is 
a  famous  highway  known  to  all  the  tourists  that 
crowd  that  land  of  sunshine,  where  "the  sun  seems 
to  spend  the  winter."  It  bears  the  Spanish  name 
of  "El  Camino  Real"  and  is  marked  at  every  bend 
by  the  sign  of  the  "mission  bell."  That  Royal 
Highway  is  nothing  else  but  the  modernized 
"trail"  that  linked  together  the  California  Mis- 
sions of  days  gone  by.  That  road  is  really  the 
King's  Highway  and  bears  yet  the  bloody  foot- 
prints of  the  Sons  of  St.  Francis,  those  humble 
heroes  who  carried  the  saving  message  of  the  King 
of  Kings  to  the  Indians.  Through  that  land  of  Ro- 
mance, into  which  has  been  woven  the  tale  of  Ra- 
mona,  the  Evangeline  of  California,  the  El  Camino 
Real  stretches  from  San  Diego  to  San  Francisco 


and  stands  out  in  bold  relief  against  a  most  inspir- 
ing panorama  and  historical  background. 

Every  country  has  its  King's  Highway,  be  it 
through  the  jungles  of  Africa  or  India,  or  through 
the  frozen  Arctic.  Everywhere  missionaries  are 
on  the  march,  spreading  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ, 
pushing  back  the  frontiers  of  God's  Kingdom  on 
earth.  Dioceses,  Vicariates,  have  been  established. 
Chapels  are  being  built,  schools,  and  hospitals  are 
opened. 

Our  own  vast  Dominion  has  its  missionary  high- 
way. The  pioneer  Franciscans,  Jesuits,  Sulpicians, 
carved  it  out  of  the  primeval  forest.  On  snow- 
shoes,  by  dogsled,  or  by  canoe,  on  they  went  to 
the  very  confines  of  our  land  of  "magnificent  dis- 
tances" to  bring  to  the  children  of  the  woods  the 
tale  of  Bethlehem  and  Calvary,  and  the  saving 
waters  of  Baptism.  Is  there  anything  in  the  an- 
nals of  the  Canadian  Church  more  thrilling  than 
to  follow  the  footsteps  of  our  Martyrs  from  Que- 
bec to  the  far  lands  of  Huronia,  lands  which  they 
were  to  water  with  their  blood?  That  blood  was 
to  become  the  seed  from  which  sprang  that  great 
tree,  the  Catholic  Church  in  Canada,  which  now 
spreads  its  mighty  branches  from  the  Atlantic  to 
the  Pacific — a  Marl  usque  ad  Mare. 

A  little  later  came  the  Oblates  of  Mary  Immac- 
ulate. The  Western  prairies,  then  the  land  of  the 
roaming  buffalo,  the  Rockies,  and  the  frozen  North 
were  to  see  them  planting  the  stakes  of  another 
missionary  trail  which  was  to  become  Christ's 
Highway  through  our  Canadian  West. 

Years  rolled  on  and  Canada  became  to  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  European  settlers  the  land 
of  opportunity.   A  new  page  was  then  written  in 
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the  history  of  the  Church.  To  keep  the  settlers 
faithful  to  the  promises  of  their  Baptism  became 
the  problem  of  the  hour.  As>  the  land  was  opened 
and  the  great  fields  of  wheat  sprouted  forth  from 
the  newly-plowed  furrows  of  that  rich  soil,  a  new 
King's  Highway  was  opened  in  our  home-mission 
field.  Along  it  travelled  missionary  Sisters,  clad 
in  grey  uniform,  whose  sole  ambition  was  to  be 
of  "service"  to  our  new  Canadians.  They  were 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  founded  twenty-five  years 
ago,  and  sent  on  their  mission  by  that  great  mis- 
sion-minded Bishop,  Neil  McNeil,  Archbishop  of 
Toronto.  Their  mission  trail  of  yesterday  has 
become  today  another  King's  Highway  that  goes 
from  Halifax  to  Vancouver.  Today  their  hostels, 
rural  schools,  and  cottage  hospitals  dot  the  land. 
Everywhere  they  are  the  living  expression  of 
"service"  to  the  most  abandoned  souls.  The  Sisters 
have  as  yet  but  touched  the  fringe  of  that  vast 
field  to  which  they  have  so  generously  dedicated 
the  service  of  their  lives.  They  are  calling  for 
help.  An  army  of  missionary  Sisters  is  needed 
for  the  gigantic  task  that  lies  before  them.  May 
their  little  mission  institutions  scattered  through- 
out the  land  be  to  the  rising  generation  of  young 
Catholic  girls  like  those  burning  fires  on  the  hill- 
tops, inviting  them  to  come  and  share  a  great 
apostolic  venture,  a  worthwhile  spiritual  conquest. 


LOVE  PROOFS 

There  are  always  so  many  splendid  opportuni- 
ties of  bearing  some  little  trifle  to  show  that  our 
love  for  God  is  real.  A  sharp,  bitter  or  sarcastic 
remark,  and  hoAv  often  passed  unnoticed,  perhaps 
Avith  a  little  bit  of  a  struggle.  And  then  some- 
thing else  comes.  "When  we  are  already  fully  oc- 
cupied with  one  thing  and  wondering  how  we 
shall  get  through  it,  someone  comes  along  most 
sweetly  Avith  more,  thinking  Ave  should  like  some- 
thing to  do  !  Scarcely  has  that  one  departed  when 
another  brings  an  hour's  work  Avhich,  of  course, 
Avill  only  take  a  minute !  Well,  if  Ave  love  we  shall 
be  glad  Our  Lord  has  given  us  the  chance  to  bear 
a  little  for  Him.  They  are  very  small  things,  but 
they  will  help  us  to  rise  to  bigger  things  later 
on.  Such  little  things  are  coming  all  day  long, 
and  if  we  take  them  all  joyfully  for  the  Ioa'c  of 
our  King,  we  will  show  ourselves  true  lovers. 


A  Generous  Benefactor 


The  late 
Rev.  Arthur 
O'ljeary, 
D.D. 


When  on  June  13th,  1947,  after  a  long  illness, 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Arthur  O'Leary,  D.D.  passed  to  has 
rcAvard,  the  Sisters  of  Service  lost  a  great  bene- 
factor. In  1949  he  Avould  have  celebrated  the 
Golden  Jubilee  of  his  priesthood. 

From  the  very  foundation  of  our  Institute  Dr. 
O'Leary  took  a  great  interest  in  our  missionary 
endeavour.  To  him  as  a  young  priest  the  Cana- 
dian West  loomed  up  large  and  promising  as  a 
great  field  for  the  Apostolate  of  the  Church.  The 
Church  was  always  uppermost  in  his  mind.  The 
propagation  of  the  faith,  the  education  of  semina- 
rians, charitable  institutions  were  the  favourite 
object  of  his  charity.  His  charities  Avere  not 
known.  He  kept  them  as  the  secret  of  his  priesth* 
heart. 

Before  calling  this  worthy  priest  to  his  eternal 
reAvard  God  piirified  him  in  the  crucible  of  physi- 
cal and  mental  suffering.  He  lingered  for  nearly 
tAvo  years  in  hospital. 

A  High  Mass  Avas  said  at  the  Mother  House  of 
the  Sisters  of  SerA'ice  and  Masses  Avere  offered 
in  every  mission  for  the  repose  of  his  soul.  Dr. 
O'Leary  has  gone  back  to  his  Maker,  but  the 
memory  of  his  benefactions  Avill  remain  Avith  us. 

G.  D. 


"Less  of  self  and  more  of  Thee !" 

Listen,  Jesus,  to  my  plea, 

BestOAV  this  precious  grace  on  me.  - 

"Less  of  self  and  more  of  Thee." 

Then  grant  some  da.y  m.A'  heart  may  dare, 

From  depths  of  true  humilitj'. 

To  pray  the  saint's  exclusive  prayer: 

"Nought  of  self  and  all  of  Thee." 


In  the  temple  of  your  heart,  put  things  in  the 
porch,  men  in  the  nave— but  keep  tlie  sanctuary 
for  God. 


LIFE  IS  TOO  SHORT  TO  BE  LITTLE. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


HOW  WE  CELEBRATED  IN  TORONTO 

OUR  '  'Silver  Jubilee  Issue'"  of  July  was  a  re- 
sume of  a  quarter-century's  activities.  It 
told  the  story  of  a  Community's  birth, 
growth  and  accomplishments  in  the  Home  Mission 
Field.  Now  we  have  the  happy  task  of  recount- 
ing for  our  readers  what  actually  took  place  on 
"The  Day"  itself. 

We  are  fortunate  in  having  the  beautiful  Feast 
of  Our  Lady's  Assumption  for  our  Birthday.  Pre- 
ceding this  Feast,  an  eight-day  Retreat  was 
preached  at  the  Novitiate  by  Reverend  Father 
Bartley,  CjSs.R.  A  number  of  sisters  from  our 
Montreal  and  Ottawa  missions  had  arranged  to 
make  this  Retreat  in  Toronto  so  as  to  be  present 
for  the  Jubilee  celebrations. 

On  August  14th,  the  day  before  the  Feast,  owe 
Mother  House  was  a  busy  hive  of  activity.  Some 
busied  themselves  with  decorating  the  reception 
room  which  was  being  turned  into  a  refectory  for 
the  occasion,  while  others  concentrated  on  the 
adoniraent  of  the  chapel,  beautifying  altar  and 
shrines  with  the  profusion  of  lovely  flowers  that 
had  been  donated  by  friends  and  relatives  of  var- 
ious Sisters.  A  few  artistic  souls  occupied  them- 
selves with  the  creation  of  attractive  place  cards, 
the  ingenious  folding  of  sei-viettes  and  the  mak- 
ing of  centre  decorations  for  the  tables.  Others 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 

Our  Twenty-Fifth 
Birthday 


were  busy  in  the  culinary  department,  for  it  is  no 
small  task  to  prepare  a  festive  luncheon  for  39 ! 
By  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  all  was  completed 
and  the  workers  oould  look  with  satisfaction  on 
the  results  of  their  labours.  The  reception  room 
was  a  dream  of  loveliness  in  blue  and  silver.  On 
the  tables  blue  place  cards  and  silver  candles 
blended  pleasingly  with  blue  garlands  of  crepe 
paper  and  clusters  of  silver  bells  suspended  from 
walls  and  ceiling.  The  chapel,  of  course,  had 
been  given  special  attention  and  it  surely  was  a 
credit  to  the  Sisters  charged  with  its  decoration. 
Altar  and  shrines  were  resplendently  beautiful 
with  lovely  flowers  and  sparkling  lights. 

The  Day's  celebrations  began  at  an  early  hour, 
with  the  offering  of  the  Profession  Mass  in  the 
Novitiate  chapel  at  6.30.  The  Mass  was  offered 
by  the  Retreat  Master  and  all  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice in  the  city  were  present.  Hymns  carefully 
selected  for  the  occasion  were  sung  with  ardent 
devotion.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice 
the  Veni  'C!reator  was  intoned,  after  which  the 
Sisters  making  first  vows  knelt  at  the  altar,  one 
after  the  other,  and  made  their  solemn  promise  to 
devote  their  lives  "to  the  service  of  God  and  His 
Ohurch,"  receiving  from  the  hands  of  the  Retreat 
Master  the  Silver  Cross  worn  by  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  The  two  Sisters  making  final  vows  then 
approached  the  altar,  carrying  lighted  eandles. 
Separately  they  pronounced  the  words  that  made 
them  spouses  of  Christ — forever.  Father  then 
placed  on  the  finger  of  each  sister  a  plain  silver 
ring  the  symbol  of  their  perpetual  consecration  to 
the  Love  of  Christ. 


SORROW,  liEKE  RAIN,  MAKES  ROSES  AND  MUD. 
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Finally  Professed  on  Jubilee  Day 
Sister  Sheehan  Sister  Tyszko 

Father  Bartley  congratulated  the  Sisters  mak- 
ing vows  and  in  a  few  well-chosen  words  offered 
his  felicitations  and  good  wishes  to  the  Commun- 
ity for  their  Silver  Jubilee.  This  ceremony  was 
brought  to  a  close  by  the  singing  of  the  Te  Deum. 

The  Sisters  who  made  their  first  vows  are :  Sis- 
ter Mary  Reansbury,  Sister  Barbara  Kowalski 
and  Sister  Rita  Sullivan.  Perpetual  vows  were 
made  by  Sister  Lydia  Tyszko  and  Sister  Agnes 
Sheehan. 

At  9.30  all  the  Sisters  assembled  in  the  Mother 
House  chapel  for  the  principal  event  of  the  day — 
the  High  Mass  of  thanksgiving  for  all  favours, 
spiritual  and  temporal,  received  during  the  Com- 
munity's quarter-century  of  existence.  This  Mass 
was  celebrated  by  Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 
and  this  was  a  cause  of  much  joy  and  satisfaction 
to  everyone  present.  Father  Bartley  served  the 
Mass  and  Father  Fuller,  then  Redemptorist  Pro- 
vincial, was  in  the  sanctuary.  We  were  also  happy 
to  have  with  us  Sister  Lidwina  and  Sister  Felic- 
itas  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  It  was  particular- 
ly fitting  that  Sister  Lidwina  slaould  be  present 
on  this  occasion,  as  it  was  she  who  had  the  duty 
of  instructing  and  training  the  first  Sisters  of 
Service  in  the  religious  life. 

The  music  for  this  Mass  had  been  given  careful 
preparation  by  the  Mother  House  choir,  and  from 
the  intonation  of  the  Introit — "Gaudeamus  in  Do- 
mino" there  was  not  a  flaw  in  the  devotional  ren- 
dering of  the  Gregorian  Proper  and  Ordinary 
(Cum  jubilo)  of  the  Mass.    After  the  Offertory 
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Verse — Assumpta  est  Maria — the  singers  gave  full 
expression  to  their  exuberant  joy  in  a  soul-stir- 
ring "Jubilate  Deo."  Between  the  Benediction 
and  Pater  Noster  Schubert's  "Ave  Maria"  was 
sung  by  one  of  the  Sisters  in  tribute  to  Our  Lady 
for  special  favours. 

At  noon  luncheon  was  served  to  the  39  who 
were  privileged  to  be  present  for  this  important 
day  in  the  history  of  the  Community.  This  was 
a  happy  informal  gathering  and  everyone  seemed 
to  be  overflowing  with  the  spirit  of  Jubilee.  At 
the  conclusion  of  the  meal  Father  Daly  gave  an 
inspiring  little  talk,  expressing  his  joy  at  being 
with  us  for  our  silver  anniversary  and  urging  us 
to  be  ever  zealous  in  the  practice  of  the  distinctive 
virtues  of  the  community — humility  and  zeal. 

In  the  afternoon  the  Sisters  assembled  in  the 
Novitiate  chapel  for  Benediction  by  Father  Daly. 
Then  all  walked  in  procession  to  a  Shrine  of  Our 
Lady  which  had  been  recently  erected  on  the 
grounds  as  a  special  token  of  love  for  our  Heaven- 
ly Queen  on  this  Day  of  Jubilee.  Father  Daly 
blessed  the  beautiful  new  statue  of  Our  Mother, 
after  which  all  joined  in  singing  the  Magnificat. 

Supper  was  served  on  attractively  decorated 
tables  set  up  on  the  lawn,  a  happy  decision  which 
met  with  the  approval  of  everyone,  as  the  heat 
had  been  particularly  intense  all  day.  After  sup- 
per the  novices  put  on  a  play  in  the  auditorium. 
This  proved  to  be  very  amusing  and  enjoyable  if 
one  might  judge  by  the  remarks  and  laughter 
from  the  audience.  "When  the  curtain  was  drawn 
on  the  last  act,  someone  intoned  the  "Salve  Re- 
gina"  and  this  hymn  to  Our  Lady,  in  which  all 
present  joined  spontaneously  and  fervently,  was 
a  fitting  finale  to  Our  Day  of  Jubilee. 

From  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  our  Jubilee 
celebrations  we  were  privileged  to  have  as  our 
guests  four  Redemptoristine  Sisters  who  had  ar- 
rived from  England  the  first  week  in  August  to 
make  a  foundation  of  their  Order  in  Toronto .  The 
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St.  Alphonsus'  Family 

Sister  of  Service  Redemptorist  Redemptoristine 
Grand-daughter  Son  Daughter 


Redemptoristines  were  founded  by  St.  Alphonsus 
in  the  eighteenth  century.  They  are  a  strictly 
cloistered  Community,  but  owing  to  the  exigen- 
cies arising  from  settling  in  a  new  country,  they 
were  permitted  to  remain  out  of  enclosure  for 
some  weeks.  It  was  owing  to  this  special  per- 
mission that  we  had  the  happiness  of  having  the 
Sisters  with  us.  Their  presence  lent  an  added 
joy  to  Our  Jubilee  and  we  shall  always  remember 
with  pleasure  the  days  they  spent  with  us.  We 
are  happy  to  welcome  these  Daughters  of  St.  Al- 
phonsus to  Canada,  and  we  are  sure  their  cloister- 
ed home  will  prove  a  power  house  of  prayer  and 
sacrifice  which  will  procure  for  our  country  a 
constant  stream  of  graces  and  blessings. 

Thank  You 

To  all  who  sent  us  greetings  for  Our  Silver  Jub- 
ilee we  wish  to  offer  heartfelt  thanks.  Your  greet- 
ings, good  wishes  and  especially  your  prayers  are 
sincerely  appreciated  and  in  return  we  say  from 
the  bottom  of  our  hearts:  "May  God  bless  you." 
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How  One  S.O.S.  Celebrated 
The  Silver  Jubilee 

The  following  letter  was  written  by  a  Sister  of  Service 
in  response  to  an  enquiry  as  to  how  she  had  spent  the 
Jubilee  Day.  We  believe  our  readers  will  be  interest- 
ed in  knowing  how  "The  Day"  was  spent  in  one  little 
corner  of  the  Home  Mission  Field. 

Dear  Friend : — 

Thank  you  for  your  kind  words  of  congratu- 
lation on  the  occasion  of  the  twenty-fifth  anniver- 
sary of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Yes,  those  twenty- 
five  years  have  gone  by  very  rapidly;  although 
they  have  passed  into  Eternity,  may  their  fruits 
remain ! 

You  ask  me  how  we  spent  the  fifteenth  of  Aug- 
ust, and  how  we  celebrated  the  feast.  You  have 
probably  heard  about  our  celebrations  at  the 
Motherhouse  in  Toronto.  On  the  missions  most 
of  us  went  about  our  work  just  as  usual,  with  a 
little  extra  prayer  in  the  heart  that  Grod  would  ac- 
cept the  twenty-five  years  of  service  that  have 
passed,  and  that  He  would  deign  to  bless  the  years 
that  are  to  come.  My  celebration  of  that  day 
was  rather  unique,  as  I  was  away  from  the  Com- 
munity conducting  a  summer  camp  for  under- 
privileged city  children  not  very  far  from  Winni- 
peg. However,  the  great  day  was  not  forgotten. 
The  evening  before  the  children  went  to  the  woods 
— gathered  armfuls  of  golden-rod  and  brown-eyed 
susans  and  decorated  the  humble  altar  where  Mass 
was  to  be  celebrated  the  next  day.  Our  tempor- 
ary chapel  was  the  Camp  craft  shop  situated  on 
the  banks  of  the  beautiful  Assiniboine  River,  and 
there  on  the  spot  where  not  so  many  years  ago 
Indians  reigned  supreme,  the  glorious  Mass  of 
Mary's  Assumption  was  said,  while  children's 
voices  sang  "Ave,  Ave,  Ave  Maria"  in  praise  of 
their  Virgin  Mother.  I  was  reminded  of  Marjorie 
Pickthall's  verses: — 

"I  lift  the  Lord  on  high, 
Under   the   murmuring   hemlock   boughs,   and  see 
The  small  birds  of  the  forest  lingering  by 

And  making  melody" 

for  just  at  the  moment  of  the  elevation  a  bird 
started  to  sing  in  the  trees  outside — a  sweet  wit- 
ness to  the  Sacred  Action  going  on  inside  the  little 
liut. 

The  whole  celebration  was  simple  in  the  ex- 
treme, but  I  couldn't  help  thinking  that  it  exempli- 
fied the  missionary  character  of  the  S.O.S. 

You,  with  your  understanding  heart  and  love 
of  children,  would  have  enjoyed  being  in  Camp 
with  us  during  those  few  days.  The  children  with 
us  were  Catholic  children  attending  Public 
Schools  in  Winnipeg,  and  perhaps  the  fact  that 
many  of  them  were  poor,  and  had  to  face  hard- 
ships early  in  life  made  them  seem  to  me  especial- 
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ly  lovable.  Our  camp  programme  was  a  full  and 
varied  one  starting  in  the  morning  with  Prayers 
and  Mass,  during  which  the  children  sang  hymns, 
which  most  of  them  were  singing  for  the  first 
time  in  their  lives.  Every  morning  a  boy  served 
Mass  for  the  first  time,  too,  accompanied  by  a  boy 
who  had  done  it  before,  and  the  very  vigorous 
pusliing  around  and  audible  directions  the  neo- 
phyte received  from  the  old  timer  were  quite 
amusing.  One  morning  a  youngster  accompanied 
Father  F.  to  the  Altar  with  streaks  of  red  paint 
on  his  face  much  to  our  wonderment.  He  had 
been  playing  Indian  the  evening  before  and 
couldn't  get  the  facial  decorations  off  in  time  for 
Mass. 

After  Mass  we  had  Flag  Raising,  then  breakfast 
at  which  four  or  five  bowls  of  cereal  and  milk 
were  consumed  without  batting  an  eyelid.  "Clean 
up  time"  followed  and  then  inspection  of  cabins. 
At  nine-thirty  we  had  a  religious  instruction 
period  which  usually  took  the  form  of  a  discus- 
sion. One  day  the  subject  for  debate  was  "that 
a  wilfully  ignorant  and  eareless  Catholic  can  do 
more  harm  to  the  Church  than  a  protestant." 
After  the  matter  had  been  discussed  from  all 
angles  one  youngster  summed  up  the  findings  in 
these  words:  "I  think  a  wilfully  'iggernant' 
Catholic  can  do  more  harm  than  anyone  else  in 
the  world,"  and  the  resolution  was  taken  that  this 
group,  at  least,  wouldn't  be  "iggernant"  of  the 
truths  of  their  Holy  Faith.  Another  day  we  dis- 
cussed the  words  "knowledge  begets  power,"  and 
the  class  acted  a  scene  where  an  enquiring  un- 
believer wants  to  know  why  a  Catholic  goes  to 
Confession.  "The  iggernant  Catholic"  just 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  said  "Ask  Father  So 
and  So, — I  don't  know ;"  while  the  well  informed 
Catholic  child  gave  an  intelligent  account  of  the 
Sacrament  of  Penance. 

After  Religious  Period  came  "crafts."  In  the 
Craft  Shop  the  children,  under  the  direction  of 
an  experienced  crafts  teacher  dug  up  modelling 
clay  from  the  river  bank,  and  made  delightful 
little  pottery  forms;  they  also  did  painting  and 
paper  work.  Then  came  swimming,  followed  by 
a  big  dinner  and  a  Sing  Song.  A  quiet  period  for 
rest  or  reading  came  afterwards,  and  then  organ- 
ized games,  treasure  hunts,  hikes,  etc.,  until  swim- 
ming time  at  four  o'clock.  Swimming  made  the 
children  hungry  for  supper,  and  they  did  justice 
to  another  well-cooked  meal.  After  supper  we 
practised  hymns  for  the  next  morning's  Mass,  and 
then  "special  requests"  such  as  "Don't  fence  me 
in,"  and  "Uncle  Remus  said."  In  the  evening  we 
sometimes  lit  a  big  camp  fire  and  sat  round  tell- 
ing stories  and  singing,  another  time  there  was  a 
masquerade  or  a  ball  game,  but  bedtime  always 
came  too  quickly.  Once  in  bed  a  decade  of  the 
Rosary  was  said  aloud  by  the  youngsters  in  their 


cabins,  and  often  before  the  prayers  were  finished 
sleep  had  claimed  the  happy  and  tired  children. 

Oh,  those  evenings  after  the  children  had  gone 
to  bed !  The  calm  and  peace  of  it  all.  How  I  wish 
you  had  been  there.  Not  a  sound  to  be  heard  but 
the  even  flow  of  the  river,  the  wind  in  the  trees, 
or  the  call  of  some  night  bird.  One  evening  there 
was  a  beautiful  display  of  Northern  lights,  which 
lit  the  heavens  for  miles  around.  As  we  walked 
quietly  up  and  down  before  going  to  bed  we  tried 
to  evaluate  the  work  we  were  doing,  and  the  con- 
clusion we  came  to  was  this:  the  young  hold  the 
future  in  their  hands,  and  if  we  can  bring  these 
little  ones  into  the  safe  arms  of  Mother  Church, 
then  she  will  guide  their  future  destiny.  The 
work  is  uphill,  and  there  have  been  many  setbacks, 
but  through  it  all  there  runs  a  gleam  of  hope.  The 
children  have  responded,  sometimes  almost  mir- 
aculously, to  our  efforts,  so,  dear  friend,  say  a 
prayer  that  these  little  ones  who  have  been 
brought  to  the  Feet  of  the  Lover  of  children,  may 
stay  always  with  Him. 


Camp  at  Delta  Beach 

Jubilee  Camp,  renamed  for  ten  davs,  OUR  LADY 
OF  THE  LAKE  CATECHETICAL  CAMP,  was 
the  scene  of  great  activity  from  August  19th  to 
28th.  Here  were  gathered  together  children  from 
the  various  missions  of  Portage  la  Paririe  to  re- 
ceive religious  instructions. 

The  €amp  is  situated  on  the  edge  of  Lake  Mani- 
toba, 16  miles  from  Portage.  It  is  a  beautiful 
spot,  and  tlie  children  enjoyed  playing  and  swim- 
ming in  the  Lake,  which  was  a  new  experience 
for  many  of  them. 

Religious  instruction,  the  sing^ing  of  Hymns, 
training  in  how  to  assist  at  Holy  Mass,  was  inter- 
spersed witli  all  that  goes  to  make  a  child's  life 
a  happy  one.  Supervised  play.  Sing-songs,  Im- 
promptu concerts,  Masquerades,  Campfires  and, 
what  is  very  important,  plenty  to  eat. 

Reverend  Father  Minvielle,  the  organizer  and 
director  of  the  Camp,  said  Mass  every  morning 
in  the  large  dining  hall.  Here  the  children  recit- 
ed the  Mass  prayers,  and  sang  hymns,  and  this 
gave  tliem  a  splendid  opportunity  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  that  most  wonderful  of  all  God's 
gifts,  the  central  theme  of  our  Holy  Faith,  the 
Sacrifice  of  the  Holy  Mass.  At  the  opening  of 
the  Camp,  of  the  51  children  in  attendance,  only 
six  had  made  their  First  Holy  Communion. 
At  the  closing  of  the  Camp,  all  having  been  fully 
instnieted  received  both  Sacraments  —  First  Hol.y 
Communion  and  Confirmation.  The  Sacrament 
of  Confirmation  was  administered  by  His  Grace, 
Archbishop  Murray,  C.Ss.R. 

(Continued  on  Page  13) 
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EDSON  EDITS 


THIS  TIME  IT'S  A  LETTER ! 

My  Dear  Tlieotimus : 

The  annual  retreat  began  a  few  minutes  ago 
with  the  intoning  of  the  Veni  Creator.  This  end- 
ed the  summer  session  of  hospital  routine  with  the 
more  than  lasual  round  of  X-Rays  and  plaster 
casts,  sick  babies  and  ailing  grandpas.  We  who 
are  playing  the  role  of  Martha  during  the  retreat 
will  undoubtedly  work  at  a  pious  little  gallop 
during  the  five  days.  The  thirty-two  patients 
have  just  been  tueked-in  for  the  night,  and  before 
anything  unexpected  happens  to  disturb  the  pres- 
ent tranquility.  I  thought  I  would  let  you  know 
what  has  been  happening  here  for  the  past  few 
months. 

It  Might  Have  Been ! 

The  weather  can  best  be  described  by  saying 
that  this  year  we  have  had  two  seasons— winter 
and  th*  rainy  season.  We  are  still  waiting  for  the 
summer  sunshine.  The  warmest  day  was  May  12, 
and  the  heat  was  not  due  to  the  weatherman's 
control  system  but  to  the  anxiety  caused  by  a 
possible  explosion  of  a  large  gasoline  tank.  While 
oil  was  being  pumped  into  a  tank  at  the  station, 
the  engine  back-fired  and  set  the  oil  burning.  This 
resulted  in  several  small  explosions  and  tlie  burn- 
ing of  a  warehouse  which  stood  only  a  short  dis- 
tance from  several  gasoline  storage  tanks.  Tbe 
town  is  so  small  and  so  heavily  wooded  that,  had 
the  explosion  occurred,  the  fire  would  have  spread 
rapidly  in  all  directions  aided  by  the  ever-blowing 
breeze.  After  many  hours  of  nervous  tension  we 
learned  that  the  fire  had  been  brought  under  con- 
trol and  was  soon  put  out. 

What's  What  and  Who's  Who  in  the 
Children's  Ward 

Our  children's  ward  has  been  a  beehive  of  ac- 
tivity lately.  The  damp  chilly  weather,  we  be- 
lieve, was  responsible  for  so  much  pneumonia  in 
infants  and  children  during  the  past  few  months. 
Some  stay  a  few  days,  others  a  number  of  weeks. 
Besides  the  official  diagnosis,  most  of  these  youth- 
ful patients  suffer  from  an  unnamed  disease  whose 
symptoms  vary  at  times  but  which  are  generally 
expressed  in  a  continuous  wailing  cry  and  a  tear- 
ful "I  want  my  Mamma!"  It  usually  does  not  last 
long,  however,  and  in  a  short  time  they  are  gooing, 
although  wheezing,  bits  of  humanity,  or  in  the 
case  of  older  ones,  they  are  surrounded  by  play 
trucks,  plastic  guns,  dolls  or  colour  books  supplied 
by  wistful  mothers. 


Raymond  and  Shirley 


Raymond,  one  of  our  ten-year  old  boys  with  an 
injured  leg,  loved  babies  and  thought  it  was  his 
duty  to  amuse  Shirley,  who  objected  to  being  left 
in  her  crib  all  day  long — especially  when  she  dis- 
covered that  a  moving  wheel  chair  was  a  splendid 
sight-seeing  car.  You  would  have  enjoyed  Jimmy 
also.  He  was  only  three  but  very  old  for  his 
years.  He  had  acquired  a  drawl  and  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  keep  serious  when  he  told  us  one  day  that 
his  mother  was  a  Welshman,  liis  father  w^as  a  Nor- 
wegian, and  he  guessed  he  was  a  Scandinavian ! 

Besides  these  little  ones  who  leave  the  hospital 
as  "cured  cases,"  there  are  others  who  reach  us 
too  late  for  medical  attention  to  be  effective.  For 
these  everything  possible  is  done  immediately 
but  in  spite  of  all  efforts  to  save  the  waning  life 
we  fail  to  do  so ;  assured  of  heaven  by  Baptism, 
they  leave  us  for  their  eternal  home. 

Peaceful  Interlude 

Between  babies,  operations,  blood  transfusions 
and  all  the  other  usual  and  unusual  activities,  we 
have  been  able  in  quiet  times  to  enjoy  the  great 
outdoors.  We  had  an  enjoyable  trip  to  the  Big 
Eddy — a  beautiful  spot  on  the  McLeod  River  only 
a  short  distance  from  town.  We  have  also  been 
hunting  bluebeiTies  in  the  muskeg  hills  south- 
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west  of  US  here.  I  love  these  trips  with  the  spongy 
moss  underfoot  and  the  poplars  roaring  in  the 
wind  overhead. 

Our  New  Road 

"We  can  boast  a  new  road  in  our  district.  It  is 
cut  through  virgin  forest  and  over  miles  and  miles 


Peace  at  Eventide 


of  muskeg.  The  marks  of  the  bulldozer  are  still 
fresh  on  it,  and  ration  quantities  of  gravel  are  in 
the  centre.  It  was  this  route  the  Archbishop  was 
to  have  taken  in  his  recent  Confirmation  tour. 
Just  prior  to  this  I  had  taken  the  much  advertised 
bus  trip  over  it  after  a  twelve-hour  downpour. 
The  first  ten  miles  were  hard  on  the  nervous  sys- 
tem as  the  vehicle  splashed,  heaved  and  roared 
through  the  soft  mud.  By  that  time  I  realized 
that  if  anyone  could  handle  that  bus,  the  present 
driver  could,  so  I  settled  down  to  enjoy  the  trip. 
The  first  sixty  miles  brought  us  through  the  foot- 
hills to  the  first  rugged  mountain  peak.  After 
that  we  climbed  steadily  following,  although 
sometimes  several  hundred  feet  above  it,  the 
train's  route  and  a  small  mountain  stream  which 
froths  and  bounces  over  the  rocks.  This  same 
little  stream  gradually  grows  to  deep  and  wide 
proportions  by  the  time  it  reaches  Edson  and  dur- 
ing the  spring  floods  causes  many  a  heartache  in 
the  farming  districts  along  its  banks. 

Veni,  Sancte  Spiritus 

The  day  His  Excellency  was  scheduled  to  arrive 
dawned  with  leaden  skies  and  drizzly  rain  which 


turned  into  a  rain-and-wind  storm  before  the  day 

was  well  on  its  way.  The  bus  failed  to  arrive 
which  meant  that  the  roads  were  impassable.  We 
learned  later  that  a  26  foot  bridge  had  been  wash- 
ed out.  In  order  not  to  change  the  plans  for  Con- 
firmation, the  Archbishop  took  the  only  train 
"going  his  way" — a.  freight.  After  a  bumpy, 
swaying  trip  in  a  poorly  heated  caboose,  His  Ex- 
cellency arrived  in  the  town  at  4  a.m.  A  few  min- 
utes afterwards,  the  electricity  failed  and  all  the 
lights  went  out. 

When  the  hoiu"  for  Confirmation  arrived  the 
rain  was  still  pelting  down  and  the  wind  was 
blowing  as  it  can  blow  in  Cadomin  and  nowhere 
else  in  Canada.  The  Confirmation  ceremony  was, 
to  all  outward  appearances,  uneventful.  To  any- 
one who  knew,  it  meant  a  magnificent  event — 
the  coming  of  the  Holy  Ghost  with  His  wonder- 
fully enlightening  and  strengthening  gifts — need- 
ed so  very  much  by  these  poor  little  children,  who 
live  in  surroundings  almost  devoid  of  religious 
influence  and  with  young  "modems"  who  scoff 
at  the  very  idea  of  religion.  Pray  for  them,  please, 
that  they  will  realize  who  the  Holy  Ghost  really 
is  and  what  He  wants  to  do  for  them,  and  that  they 
will  not  be  like  the  "Young  Man"  in  Caryll  House- 
lander's  poem : 

If  he  had  only  known 

that  the  God  in  the  picture  book 

is  not  an  old  man  in  the  clouds, 

but  the  seed  of  life  in  his  soul; 

the  man  would  have  lived, 

and  his  life  would  have  flowered 

with  the  flower  of  limitless  joy. 

But  he  does  not  know, 

and  in  him 

the  Holy  Ghost 

is  a  poor  little  bird 

in  a  cage 

who  never  sings 

and  never  opens  his  wings, 

yet  never,  never 

desires  to  be  gone  away. 

Sincerely  in  Our  Lord, 

S.O.S.  Edson 


BE  SINCERE  WITH  GOD 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  people  often  think  they 
must  express  themselves  in  an  unreal  way  when 
they  come  to  speak  to  God.  It  may  be  when  we 
are  real,  we  shall  be  rather  ashamed  of  ourselves. 
Away  with  all  this  affection;  let  us  be  straight 
and  true,  tell  God  everything  that  is  in  our  heart 
—  all  our  hopes  and  desires  —  and  never  say  to 
Him  what  we  do  not  mean.  That  is  quite  a  dif- 
ferent thing  from  what  we  do  not  feel ;  what  we 
feel  is  of  little  importance.  What  we  mean,  what 
we  will,  is  all-important.  —  B.  W. 
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Newsy  Bits  from  Bergfield 


Annual  Picnic 

"We  arrived  here  on  the  twenty-second  of  Aug- 
ust and  school  started  on  the  twenty-sixth.  On 
the  thirteenth  of  September  the  children's  hearts 
were  light  as  that  was  the  day  of  the  school  picnic 
in  Faul's  Coulee.  Some  walked,  others  rode  horse- 
back and  "Lizzie,"  our  car,  did  the  honours  for 
Sister  and  six  little  tots,  thirty  lunch  pails  of  diff- 
erent sizes  and  diversified  contents.  On  the  way 
over  the  children  talked  of  nothing  but  the  lovely 
trees  we  would  see.  For  them  a  thicket  of  maple, 
hawthorn  and  evergreens,  covering  a  space  of 
several  hundred  yards,  was  an  immense  forest — 
a  thing  to  be  remembered  and  talked  about  for 
w€eks  after  the  picnic.  We  played  games  and  had 
races,  but  the  girls  thought  the  thing  to  do  on  a 
picnic  was  to  pick  cactus  berries.  These  little 
yellowish-green  berries  are  eagerly  sought  among 
the  dried  grass  and  stones.  They  brought  hand- 
fuls  of  this  sumptuous  treat  to  us,  but  aft€r  eating 
a  few  I  generously  handed  them,  on  the  quiet,  to 
a  little  girl  who  couldn't  seem  to  find  any. 

Minton  Mud 

On  Thanksgiving  Day  we  went  into  Minton  for 
Mass.  It  was  raining  a  little  before  we  started 
and  I  wondered  why  Sister  was  hesitant  about 
going.  During  Mass  the  rain  came  down  in  tor- 
rents and  when  we  started  for  home  I  wondered 
no  longer  at  Sister's  reluctance.  The  hundred 
hills  on  the  way  vied  with  each  other  in  testing 
the  ability  and  agility  of  our  car.  Sister  manoeuvr- 
ed gears,  clutches  and  steering  wheel.  The 
car  responded  according  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
mud,  facing  first  one  way  and  then  another.  I 
prayed.   "We  did  get  home  eventually. 

Christmas  Concert 

The  Christmas  Concert  was  held  in  the  school 
on  December  19th.  Despite  the  "hlizzardy"  weath- 
er, all  the  parents  and  many  friends  were  present. 
The  most  popular  item  on  the  programme  was  a 
dance  by  the  Old  Gray  Mare,  which  brought  de- 
lighted and  surprised  exclamations  from  the 
youngsters  and  hearty  laughs  from  the  oldsters. 
Santa  had  a  hard  time  managing  his  cushions,  and 
his  ready  wit  and  amusing  questions  added  much 
to  the  success  of  the  party. 

Ice  Cream  that  Wasn't! 

One  day  during  the  winter  I  walked  over  to  the 
home  of  our  nearest  neighbour  on  an  errand. 


"While  I  was  away  Sister  thought  she  would  sur- 
prise me  by  making  a  real  treat — ice  cream !  "We 
had  often  had  iced  cream,  but  one  didn't  need  to 
make  that.  "When  it  was  mixed  and  ready  for  the 
freezer  Sister  put  it  on  the  porch  to  freeze,  but  as 
it  didn't  seem  to  be  setting  fast  enough,  she  put 
it  outside  for  a  few  minutes.  Those  minutes  were 
a  few  too  many,  for  when  she  went  to  see  how  it 
was,  it  wasn't !  A  black  and  white  dog  was  trot- 
ting away  contentedly  licking  his  lips. 

A  Ride  to  Remember 

On  Good  P"'riday  one  of  the  boys  came  with  a 
wagon  to  take  us  in  to  Minton  for  Mass.  At  his 
home  we  were  joined  by  other  members  of  the 
family  and  the  father  tucked  hlankets  and  com- 
forters around  and  over  us.  After  a  rough  ride  at 
four  miles  an  hour  over  half-thawed  prairie,  with 
cold  north  winds  playing  hide  and  seek  among  the 
hills  and  giving  us  the  benefit  of  their  frolic,  we 
arrived  in  Minton  at  10.30.  "We  returned  home 
again  in  the  afternoon,  our  "Super-Slow  Model" 
seeming  to  hit  every  stone  and  gopher  hole  on  the 
prairie  trail  (trial  would  be  a  better  word).  It 
required  an  acute  sense  of  balance  to  remain  seat- 
ed on  the  bench,  and  at  the  same  time  keep  the 
protecting  comforters  protecting. 

Old  Enough  to  Die 

"With  the  melting  of  the  snow  in  spring  the 
sloughs  fill  up  with  water  and  are  rather  treacher- 
ous. One  day  three  children  driving  home  from 
school  with  their  horse  and  buggy  came  to  a 
slough  between  the  fields.  The  eleven-year-old 
driver,  looking  it  over  was  afraid  to  venture,  but 
a  school  pal  on  horseback  tried  it  out  and  said, 
"It's  O.K."  So  in  they  went  and  Molly  (pet  name 
for  the  buggy)  stuck  in  the  mud  and  started  to 
sink.  The  lad  on  horseback  took  the  two  boys 
and  their  small  sister  across  on  his  horse.  Dad, 
on  returning  from  the  fields,  noticed  the  buggy 
wasn't  home  and  asked,  ""Where's  Molly?"  "She's 
dead,'  they  answered,  and  told  the  story.  The 
little  girl  of  seven  listened  attentively,  tlien  turn- 
ed to  her  father  and  said  consolingly,  "^he  was 
old  enough  to  die,  anyway." 

Keeping  It  In 

On  one  occasion  when  Father  was  examining 
the  smaller  children  on  their  knowledge  of  religion 
he  asked  a  small  blue-eyed  boy:  "How  many  sac- 
raments are  there?"  "Twenty-seven,"  came  the 
slow,  thoughtful  reply.  After  a  few  more  sucli 
(Comtinued  on  Page  10) 
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Sister  Roberts       Sister  Jackson. 


We  Have  Two  More  Nurses 

The  1947  Graduating  Class  of  the  Miserieordia 
Hospital,  Edmonton,  included  two  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice —  Sister  Mary  Roberts  and  Sister  Bertha 
Jackson.  Sister  Jackson  was  the  winner  of  the 
award  given  by  the  medical  staff  for  the  highest 
average  in  three  years  theory. 

It  was  a  happy  day  for  these  Sisters,  for  it 
marked  the  conclusion  of  three  years  of  close  ap- 
plication to  the  study  and  practice  which  com- 
prises a  nurse's  training.  They  were  then  ready 
to  begin  a  life  of  service  to  Christ  in  His  sick 
members  in  an  S.O.S.  Hospital  and  Sister  Roberts 
was  assigned  to  St.  John's  Hospital,  Edson,  and 
Sister  Jackson  to  Our  Lady's  Hospital,  Vilna. 
They  are  now  giving  themselves  wholeheartedly 
to  the  healing  of  bodies  for  the  salvation  of  souls. 
We  offer  them  our  sincere  congratulations  and 
we  pray  that  God  may  grant  them  many  years 
in  which  to  show  their  love  for  Him  in  the  nurs- 
ing of  His  suffering  children. 

What  an  exalted  vocation  is  that  of  a  religious 
nurse  !  What  a  consolation  to  bring  spiritual  com- 
fort to  souls  facing  death,  to  open  heaven  to 
dying  infants  by  the  saving  waters  of  baptism,  to 
bring  back  to  God's  Love  and  Mercy  souls  who 
have  strayed  far  from  their  Creator.  We  all 
know  how  sickness  and  helplessness  softens  hearts 
and  thus  often  gives  the  nursing  Sister  the  e^ager- 
ly-seized  opportunity  to  lead  souls  to  that  Source 
of  all  Consolation  —  the  Heart  of  Christ. 


NEWSY  BITS  FROM  BERGFIELD 

(Cointinued  from  pag'e  9) 

answers  Father  dryly  suggested  to  the  lad  that  he 
put  a  finger  in  one  ear  and  see  if  something  would 
stay  in.  The  boy  tried  it  and  after  a  few  minutes 
solemnly  exclaimed:  "Father,  it  works." 

Charting  the  Bird;; 

The  children  have  a  bird  chart  at  school.  Who- 
ever sees  a  bird  for  the  first  time  has  his  name 
placed  beside  the  name  of  the  bird,  and  it  is 
everyone's  ambition  to  see  his  nam;'  on  this  chart. 
One  morning  while  we  were  at  breakfast  there 
was  a  knock  at  the  door  and  there  stood  the 
fifteen-year-old  pupil  fireman  with  a  sparrow- 
hawk  firmly  grasped  in  his  hand.  It  had  floAvn 
down  the  chimney  and  into  the  stove,  being  held 
captive  there  Avhen  the  boy  came  to  make  the 
fire.  He  brought  it  right  down  to  have  it  identi- 
fied so  as  not  to  lose  the  opportunity  of  having 
his  name  on  the  chart. 

Preparing  for  Exhibit 

At  the  present  time  the  children  are  working 
hard  at  articles  for  tlie  Exhibition  for  all  rural 
one-room  schools..  The  boys  are  sending  in  some 
fine  pieces  of  coping-saw  work  and  the  girls 
spend  every  available  minute  at  the  convent 
getting  help  with  knitting,  sewing,  crocheting 
and  embroidery.  When  one  girl  was  asked  if 
.she  knew  how  to  make  a  French  seam,  she  re- 
plied, "All  the  French  I  know  is  French  knots 
and  French  fried  potatoes." 

S.O.S. 


Benediction  at  one  of  tlie  Altars 
during  Corpus  Cliristi  Procession 
on  Cliristian  Island 
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What's  Happening  on  Christian  Island ! 


May  Procession 

On  Friday  evening,  May  30th,  our  Annual 
May  Proeessioii  was  held.  All  gathered  at  the 
sohool  and  as  pupils  and  adults  marched  in  pro- 
cession to  the  church,  hyiiuis  in  honour  of  Our 
lilesscd  Mother  were  sung.  Banners  of  Our  Lady 
and  of  the  Sacred  Heart  were  carried  by  two 
young  men  of  the  parish. 

On  reaching  the  beautiful  Shrine,  which  was 
aglow  with  twinkling  lights  and  tastefully  deco- 
rated with  May  flowers,  the  pupils  formed  in  a 
semi-circle  around  Our  Lady's  statue  and  Emily 
King  placed  a  wreath  of  flowers  on  the  head  of 
Our  Mother  while  the  choir  sang  the  old  favour- 
ite: "0  Mary,  we  crown  thee  with  blossoms  to- 
day." An  act  of  Consecration  was  read  by  Father 
Hawkins,  who  also  gave  a  short  talk  on  Our 
Lady.  The  ceremony  closed  with  Benediction  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

A  Longed-For  Day 

On  Sunday,  June  1st,  seven  little  children,  three 
girls  and  four  boys,  made  their  First  Holy  Com- 
munion. An  arch  had  been  erected  in  the  centre 
of  tlie  Communion  rail  and  decorated  with,  flow- 
ers. The  little  ones  came  up  two  by  two  and 
knelt  in  this  arch-way  to  receive  Communion. 
Tt  was  really  an  inspiration  to  see  the  fervour 
and  devotion  of  these  children.  After  Mass  a 
Communion  Breakfast  was  served  to  the  First 
Communicants  at  the  Convent,  and  they  were 
tremendously  thrilled  at  having  breakfast  all 
together  in  such  special  circumstances. 

Corpus  Christi  Procession 

June  21st  was  a  busy  day  for  all  of  us  because 
the  next  day,  Sunday,  we  were  to  have  our  Coi-pus 


Battling  the  Snow  Drifts 


llfiidy  to  lA^avc  Toronto  for  Cliristian  Island 


Christi  Procession.  Outdoor  altars  had  to  be 
built  and  decorated.  This  was  accomplished  most 
effectively  by  the  Indian  people  themselves  who 
seem  to  have  a  natural  facility  for  this  sort  of 
\\  ork.  Four  altars  were  erected  on  the  veran- 
dahs of  the  homes  of  Merritt  McCue,  Howard 
King,  Wilfred  Copegog  and  Sylvester  Copegog. 
The  children's  part  was  to  gather  flowers  for  the 
decoration  of  these  altars. 

Sunday,  June  22nd,  was  a  bright  sunshiny  day, 
and  Nature  on  the  island  was  at  its  best.  By 
tJiree  o'clock  the  parishioners  had  gathered  in 
the  church  and  under  the  able  direction  of 
Mathew  King  the  procession  formed  and  began  to 
move  slowly  on  its  way.  The  two  banners  were 
carried  b.y  Lawrence  Copegog  and  D'Arcy  Ritchie. 
Wilmer  McCue  was  cross-bearer  and  Bryan 
Gauthier  and  Beverly  MeCue  acolytes.  Three 
little  girls,  Rita,  Marlene  and  Stella,  who  had 
made  their  first  Holy  Communion  recently,  were 
the  flower  girls.  The  Blessed  Sacrament  was  car- 
ried by  Father  Killorin,  S.  J.,  of  Guelph.  Dur- 
ing the  procession  the  Rosary  was  recited  and 
hymns  in  honour  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  were 
sung.  Benediction  was  given  at  each  altar  and 
when  the  procession  returned  to  the  Church  a 
siiort  sermon  in  Indian  was  given  by  Father 
Costello,  S.  J.,  of  Toronto. 

Then  came  the  final  Benediction  which  brought 
to  a  close  this  act  of  devotion  to  our  Eucharist 
King.  Onr  Ijord  must  surely  have  been  pleased 
with  the  devotion  of  these  people  who,  as  tliey 
marched  in  procession,  prayed  for  peace  among 
men  in  union  with  thousands  of  the  faithful 
gathered  at  the  INIarian  Congress  then  being  held 
in  Ottawa. 

S.  0.  S.  Christian  Island 
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A  Correspondence  Pupil  Remembers 
— and  Appreciates 

THE  following  letter,  received  recently  at  our 
Regina  Correspondence  Centre,  is  a  sample 
of  the  '  'hundred-fold"  received  in  the  way  of 
appreciation  and  gratitude  by  our  Sisters  who 
are  devoting  their  lives  to  the  oftentimes  dis- 
couraging task  of  teaching  religion  by  mail.  In 
this  hidden  apostolate,  where  results  are  seldom 


An  Appreciative  Correspondence  Pupil 

immediate  or  spectacular  and  the  teacher  has  no 
opportunity  for  close  personal  contact  a  letter 
like  this  gives  much  consolation  and  encourage- 
ment. It  shows  how  the  written  word  often  takes 
root  in  a  youngster's  heart  and  forms  the  basie 
principles  which  produce  a  sterling  Catholic 
character. 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service: — 

I  understand  that  with  this  final  lesson,  the 
course  in  religious  instruction  has  reached  a 
close.  It  is  with  sincerest  pleasure  that  I  take 
this  opportunity  of  Avriting  you  this  rather  brief 
letter.  You  see  I  am  now  writing  my  final  exami- 
ations  in  Electrical  Engineering  and  consequent- 
ly my  time  is  at  a  premium. 

One  cannot  help  reminiscing  over  the  first 
lesson  received  many  years  ago.  I  can  well  re- 
member the  enthusiasm  with  which  I  greeted  that 
first  corrected  lesson,  as  well  as  the  delightful 
anticipation  of  future  correspondence.  Yes,  it  is 
indeed  a  great  debt  I  owe  you,  the  dear  Sisters 


of  Service,  for  having  extended  religious  instruc- 
tion to  persons  such  as  myself,  living  in  the 
country  without  benefit  of  a  Catholic  school  edu- 
cation. I  can  also  well  remember  that  first  year 
at  University  and  the  determination  I  had  to 
continue  and  complete  your  course  in  spite  of 
increased  demands  upon  my  time  by  my  studies. 
It  is  therefore  with  no  small  feeling  of  satisfac- 
tion that  I  answer  this  last  lesson;  yet  I  cannot 
help  feeling  some  disappointment  at  having  to 
terminate  the  series  of  instructions. 

To  be  a  true  Catholic  is  no  easy  task.  It  is 
often  somewhat  difficult  to  stand  up  for  one's 
moral  and  religious  convictions;  it  is  no  less  diffi- 
cult to  justify  one's  behaviour.  Yet,  I  feel  that 
this  course  has  given  me  a  very  fundamental 
basis  for  answering  questions  related  to  religion 
which  my  non-Catholic  friends  have  submitted 
to  me  on  many  occasions.  I  might  add  that  the 
importance  of  reading  a  Catholic  paper  and  keep- 
ing abreast  of  the  news  related  to  Catholicism 
is  becoming  increasingly  apparent  and  signifi- 
cant to  me. 

It  seems  rather  peculiar  that  the  completion  of 
this  course  in  religion  should  concide  with  the 
completion  of  my  course  in  engineering.  The 
Dean  of  Engineering  cautioned  us  against  be- 
lieving that  studying  ended  with  the  termination 
of  our  life  at  the  University.  He  said:  "An  en- 
gineer, if  he  is  going  to  be  any  good  at  all,  is 
a  student  all  his  life."  This  could  be  equally  well 
applied  to  religion. 

Doubtless  you  will  wonder  just  what  I  look 
like.  I  am  enclosing  one  of  my  graduation  pic- 
tures. I  hope  you  like  it.  Perhaps  it  didn't  turn 
out  too  well;  but  look  at  the  subject  they  had! 

In  closing,  I  would  like  to  reiterate  the  feeling 
of  deepest  gratitude  towards  you  for  all  that  you 
have  done  for  me.  I  know  that  God  will  reward 
you.  I'll  try  to  remember  you  in  my  prayers  oc- 
casionally.  Please  say  a  little  prayer  for  me. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 


TO  MEN  THROUGH  MEN 

It  is  so  easy  for  all  of  us  to  forget  that  Christ's 
chosen  method  of  reaching  the  world  is  through 
the  apostle,  be  he  priest  or  layman.  According  to 
His  plan  He  will  not  go  to  mankind  without  us.  He 
insists  on  going  through  us.  He  insists  that  the 
Light  of  the  World  should  first  burn  in  each  of  us 
individually ;  then  from  that  burning  to  radiate 
out  into  the  lives  of  our  fellowmen.  Until  each  ot 
us  first  has  that  Light  in  us,  and  until  we  take  the 
means  to  transmit  it  to  our  fellowmen,  both  near 
and  far  away,  they  must  remain  in  darkness.  In 
a  very  literal  sense  we  become  other  Christs,  we 
are  in  direct  contact  with  the  Father  Himself.  No 
less  an  authority  than  Our  Lord  Himself  do  we 
have  for  this:  "As  the  Father  has  sent  me,  I  also 
s;end  you."— James  Keller,  M.M. 


EVEN  A  FISH  WON'T  GET  INTO  TROUBLE  IF  HE  KEEPS  HIS  MOUTH  SHUT. 
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Kneeling  at  His  Grave 

Last  May  the  body  of  the  late  Archbishop  of 
Regina,  the  Most  Reverend  P.  J.  Monahan,  D.D. 
was  laid  to  rest.  There,  after  a  life  wholly  dedi- 
cated to  the  welfare  of  his  people  and  to  the 
glory  of  the  Church,  he  awaits  the  great  day  of 
resurrection.  His  memory  will  live  on  as  that  of 
a  great  Bishop.  Like  a  brave  general  "he  died 
in  action."    His  great  zeal  would  not  allow  him 


The  late  Most  Rev. 
P.  J.  Monahan, 
D.D. 


to  rest,  although  for  some  time  his  weakened 
heart  had  sounded  a  fatal  warning. 

Kneeling  by  his  grave  we  wish  to  pay  him  a 
tribute  of  admiration  and  lasting  gratitude. 

At  his  invitation  two  new  foundations  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  were  made  —  one  in  Minton, 
Sask.,  and  the  other  at  Sinnet,  Sask.  He  particu- 
larly loved  to  visit  Minton  where  two  Sisters 
lived  in  the  old  abandoned  mounted  police  bar- 
racks, teaching  the  little  ones  of  a  widely  scat- 
tered district.  But  it  was  undoubtedly  our  school 
of  "  cateehietical  correspondence"  that  had  a  par- 
ticular claim  on  his  affection.  Through  it  he  was 
reaching  the  little  lambs  of  his  flock  and  leading 
them  into  the  green  pastures  of  Christian 
doctrine.  One  of  his  last  communications  to  the 
President  of  Church  Extension  reveals  this  pater- 
nal solicitude : 

"No  words  of  mm©  can  picture  the  sienitimemts  of 
gratiude  that  come  to  my  soul  on  receiving  this 
cheque  in  favour  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Regina. 
No  body  of  peoiple  within  the  Church  in  Western 
Camada  is  more  deserving  than  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. Few  priests,  if  any,  across  the  prairie  are 
faced  with  more  itrying  labour  and  lesiS'  visible  results, 
and  still  they  carry  on  week  after  week,  month  after 
month.  I  have  been  having  a  special  collection  in  the 
diocese  foT  the  Sisters  tor  help  ljuild  a  home  for  them 
this  coming  summer  if  posisible,  so  you  see  that  this 
cheque  comes  in  at  a  most  opportune  time,  and  I  want 
to  asBiure  you  of  my  deepest  gratitude." 

Archbishop  Monahan  was  a  great  Bishop  in 
the  Church  out  West.  The  wide  spaces  of  the 
open  prairies  appealed  to  him.   His  heart  seemed 


to  expand  to  embrace  all  his  flock  in  that  im- 
mense diocese.  The  welfare  of  his  people  and  the 
extension  of  God's  Church  were  his  only  thought 
and  ambition. 

He  now  rests  in  peace.  Our  prayers  follow  and 
accompany  him  into  the  Church  Triumphant.  — 
R.LP. 

G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R 


CAMP  AT  DELTA  BEACH 

(Continued  from  Page  6) 

The  Sisters  of  Service,  were  in  charge  of  the 
Religious  Instruction  of  the  Children,  under  the 
direction  of  the  Reverend  Father  A.  Minvielle, 
Pastor  of  St.  Hyacinth's  Church,  Portage  la 
Prairie.  The  Misses  K.  Kennedy  and  P.  Knight 
gave  invaluable  assistance  in  making  the  Vaca- 
tion School  such  a  grand  success. 

We  are  sincerely  grateful  to  all  who  made  the 
project  possible  by  the  donation  of  food  and 
money,  and  we  also  wish  to  thank  those  who  gave 
their  valuable  time  and  energy  to  the  work  of 
preparing  the  food,  setting  up  tents,  and  the  many 
tasks  which  the  care  of  51  children  entails. 

These  memorable  ten  days  closed  with  a  Proces- 
sion to  Our  Lady's  Shrine,  each  child  carrying  a 
bouquet  of  flowers  to  lay  at  her  feet.  The  Shrine, 
which  was  erected  on  a  small  mound,  was  ablaze 
with  votive  lights  and  burning  reeds.  Here  the 
children  dedicated  themselves  to  her,  who  is  the 
Mother  of  all  mankind,  and  who  would  most  as- 
suredly have  a  Special  Blessing  for  these  chil- 
dren whom  we  might  truthfully  call  the  Children 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Lake  Camp,  due  to  their  devo- 
tion to  her  during  this  time  of  Vacation  School. 

This  is  probal)ly  the  first  time  that  anything  in 
the  nature  of  a  Religious  Vacation  School  has  been 
held  in  Camp  in  this  Diocese.  The  success  of 
the  endeavor  augurs  well  for  the  future  and  we 
hope  and  pray  that  this  will  become  a  part  of  our 
annual  Summer  Work. 

S.  0.  S.  WINNIPEG 


GIFT  OR  GIVER 

How  often  the  soul  fastens  her  affections  on 
God's  gifts  instead  of  on  Himself!  It  is  like  a 
lover  being  greeted  with  "What  have  you 
brought?"  instead  of  "I'm  so  glad  you've  come." 
We  value  the  Lord's  gifts,  but  it  is  not  His  gifts 
but  His  own  dear  Self  we  love,  or  ought  to  love. 
Love  goes  through  all  gifts  to  the  Giver. 


If  you  are  docile  to  divine  inspiration  your  soul 
will  become  an  organ  played  upon  by  the  Holy 
Spirit. 


LOVE  IS  ALWAYS  GIVING  AN©  A1.WAYS  LOOKING  TO  SEE  WHAT  ELSE  IT  HAS  TO  GIVE. 
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How  Small  A  World! 


Ideas  travel  and  find  for  tlienaselves  new 
spheres  of  action.  This  was  brought  home  to  us  re- 
cently when  we  received  a  congratulatory  message 
from  Tasmania  and  an  appeal  from  Denmark  for 
help  in  the  starting  of  a  Correspondence  Course 
in  Religion. 

S.O.S.  Call  from  Denmark 

SCT.  PAULS  KAPEL 
Kingriderve.]  35 
Sonderborg 
Denmark 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service  — 

Being  a  convert  from  Canada  I  have  for  a  long 
lime  intended  to  write  you,  because  I  feel  cer- 
tain that  you  may  be  able  to  help  me  with  some 
difficulty  I  have  met  here  in  the  high  North, 
where  T  am  working  as  a  missionary  priest.  Be- 
ing of  Danish  origin  I  considered  it  of  more  impor- 
tance to  the  Church  that  I  assist  in  the  missionary 
work  here  in  Europe  than  in  Canada,  where  the 
desired  number  of  vocations  may  be  obtained  from 
the  English  speaking  immigrants  (New  Cana- 
dians). I  grant,  though,  that  I  quite  personally 
might  have  found  the  pioneer  life  in  Canada  more 
pleasant  and  interesting  than  the  dismaying  ex- 
I)eriences  in  this  part  of  the  world  where  civiliza- 
tion as  such  is  collapsing.  The  break-down  of 
society  here  in  Europe  may  become  a  reality  be- 
fore we  realise  it.  During  and  after  the  war  here 
I  have  seen  things  which  were  quite  beyond  the 
limits  of  my  imagination.  At  the  same  time, 
of  course,  I  must  admit  that  the  help  of  the  priest 
is  most  important.  Just  as  I  have  been  racing 
Avith  "Sister  Death"  around  in  filthy  box-cars 
among  hundreds  of  "Mussel-frauen"  from  Ger- 
man Concentration  camps  trying  to  let  them  re- 
ceive extreme  unction  before  it  was  too  late,  so  I 
feel  now  that  I  am  still  racing  with  the  forces 
of  evil  to  save  the  sparks  of  faith  in  the  souls  asi 
far  as  possible,  before  the  coming  days  of  Avrath. 
In  this  connection  I  feel,  that  effort  and  intention 
are  not  enough  —  the  technique  must  be  adjusted 
too,  and  for  this  purpose  I  am  planning  to  get 
some  coi'respondence  course  in  religion  going.  But 
for  this  purpose,  it  would  be  very  good  to  get  the 
advice  of  people  with  experience ;  therefore  I  turn 
to  the  Sisters  of  Service.  From  a  Catholic  point 
of  view  Denmark  is  very  much  a  missionary 
country  and  the  life  of  the  priest  outside  Copen- 
hagen and  especially  in  the  countr}^  districts  is 
very  much  like  a  pioneer  life. 

Furthermore  I  have  a  personal  reason  for  turn- 


ing to  the  Canadian  Sisters,  whose  missionary 
zeal  and  spirit  of  enterprise  I  have  noticed  at 
Vancouver.  I  have  received  my  Catholic  Faith 
in  Canada,  and  I  feel  certain  that  the  Canadians 
will  not  let  down  the  missionary  they  have  inspir- 
ed to  work  for  the  salvation  of  souls  in  Europe. 
There  are  all  kinds  of  isolated  Catholics  in  Den- 
mark, and  something  must  be  done  for  them,  and 
at  the  same  time  it  is  more  than  likely  we  may 
reach  a  good  number  of  non-Catholics,  too.  The 
seed  sown  may  bring  more  results  than  we  be- 
lieve. The  soil  is  not  in  the  worst  of  state. 
Yours  in  our  most  holy  Eedeemer, 

*     *  * 

Congratulations  From  Far- Off  Tasmania 

Among  the  many  congratulatory  messages  re- 
ceived by  the  Sisters  of  Service  on  the  occasion 
of  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  their  Institute  was  one 
from  the  "Home  Missionary  Sisters"  of  far-off 
Tasmania  (Australia). 

To  fully  appreciate  the  meaning  and  the  value 
of  this  message  one  has  to  know  the  facts  behind 
it.  This  information,  we  are  sure,  will  be  of  in- 
terest to  the  friends  of  our  work. 

Some  years  ago  a  priest.  Reverend  Father  J.  C. 
Wallis,  Diocesan  Director  of  the  Pontifical  Mis- 
.sion  Society,  of  the  Diocese  of  Hobart,  Tasmania, 
Australia,  had  his  interest  aroused  by  an  article 
he  read  on  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in 
Canada.  Out  in  Australia  conditions  in  the  rural 
districts  are  somewhat  similar  to  those  in  Canada. 
He  wrote,  asking  about  the  possibilities  of  an 
S.O.S.  foundation  in  his  diocese.  The  youth  of 
our  Institute,  the  great  demands  of  our  own  Do- 
minion and  the  yet  small  number  of  our  subjects 
would  not  allow  us  to  consider  this  offer.  Had 
we  had  the  subjects,  how  willingly  we  would  have 
gone  to  that  distant  mission  field  of  Tasmania! 

After  an  exchange  of  letters  we  suggested  to 
Father  Wallis  that  he  start  a  Community  along 
the  same  lines  as  ours.  "We  sent  him  a  copy  of 
our  Rule  and  all  our  propaganda  literature.  Act- 
ing on  this  suggestion  he  founded  the  "Home  Mis- 
sionary Sisters  of  Our  Lady."  And  they  are  the 
Sisters  who  sent  us  their  congratulatory  message. 

This  goes  to  exemplify  the  strength  of  an  idea. 
We  are  proud  that  the  ideal  of  our  little  Institute 
has  gone  around  the  world.  The  seed  has  taken 
root  in  the  soil  of  Tasmania.  May  it  grow  and  ex- 
pand for  the  greater  glory  of  God  and  Ilis  Church. 
This  is  our  wish  and  prayer  —  Prospere  procede 
i  t  regna. 


THE  MEASURE  OF  OUR  LOVE  OF  GOD  IS  THE  MEASUIiE  OF  OUR  CONFORMITY  TO  HIS  WILL. 
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Vacation  Schools  Under  the  Stars  and  Stripes 


IN  OUR  Fargo  house  long  before  vacation  school 
began,  Sisters  A.  B,  C,  and  D  did  considerable 
travelling  without  ever  leaving  a  certain  slieet 
of  paper.  The  Sisters  were  to  be  out  for  six  Aveeks, 
but  Sister  D  was  free  for  only  three.  However, 
after  a  good  deal  of  juggling,  the  dates  and  places 
were  set,  the  priests  contacted  to  see  if  those  dates 
were  suitable,  and  the  drawer  closed  on  that  par- 
ticular project,  until  such  time  as  the  Sisters  were 
actually  to  leave.  It  seemed  to  be  going  almost 
too  smoothly.  And  it  was !  In  a  few  days  word 
came  that  Sister  C  who  had  a  six  week  schedule 
would  not  get  home  until  the  season  was  over. 
Simultaneously  came  word  that  one  priest  needed 
an  extra  week  of  Catechism.  So  Sisters  E,  F,  and 
G  (the  real  names  of  these  still  Mother  house  se- 
crets) started  travelling  with  A,  B,  and  €  around 
another  sheet  of  paper.  Not  that  Sister  C  needed 
three  to  replace  her,  but  we  were  warned  before- 
hand— Motherhouse  again — that  Sisters  E  and  F 
were  to  be  here  only  two  weeks  each,  and  Sister 
G  three  weeks.  In  time  Sisters  A  and  B,  C  and  E, 
F  and  G  were  neatly  placed  beside  their  dates  and 
places,  and  on  June  first  they  set  out  by  train  or 
bus  to  their  first  classes. 

Usually  these  first  groups  are  rather  to  be  en- 
vied. The  Sisters  are  full  of  energy  and  zeal,  the 
weather  is  cool,  and  everything  seems  favorable. 
But  this  year  the  first  two  weeks  of  June  seemed 
to  have  a  monopoly  on  cold  and  rain.  In 
Viewpoints  from  Catholic  Action  News,  the  dioces- 
an paper,  the  pastor  of  Hope  has  described  it  aptly. 
"Setting  some  sort  of  a  record  Avas  the  family  that 
droA'^e  fifty  miles  to  vacation  school  for  two  weeks 
this  summer.  Perhaps  we  should  say  'families'  for 
several  were  represented  in  a  very  overloaded  car. 
Since  the  car  and  the  driver  were  needed  at  home 
the  trip  back  was  negotiated  plus  another  one  for 
the  children  in  the  afternoon.  Two  hundred  miles 
each  day.  All  of  which  goes  to  show  that  the  Com- 
munists haven't  a  monopoly  on  hurdling  difificul- 
tiesK— and  hurdling,  in  view  of  road  conditions,  is 
the  right  word.  Perhaps  in  some  future  issue  of 
the  Daily  Worker,  the  editor,  having  heard  of 
this  incident  way  out  in  North  Dakota,  will  use 
it  to  spur  party  members  on  to  greater  zeal  for 
the  cause.  He  may  observe  that  if  believers  in 
a  reactionary,  decadent  and,  indeed,  a  non-exist- 
ing Deity  can  put  themselves  out  to  drive  200 
miles  a  day  for  what  is  really  nothing  but  pie  in 
the  sky,  can  party  members  be  less  zealous?  Thiese 
are  fateful  times  and  it  is  treason  to  the  party 
for  a  fellow  worker  at  the  union  meeting  to 
get  drowsy  or  come  doAvn  with  a  sore  throat 
at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning.    Look  at  these 


Vacation  School  Gi-oiip  in  Xorth  Dakota 


Catholics  in  North  Dakota  driving  200  miles  a 
day.  Much  as  we  Communists  detest  their  doc- 
trines we  cannot  but  admire  their  applicaion  to 
same.    Fellow  travellers,  derive  a  lesson." 

The  rest  of  the  summer  was  pleasant.  Each 
parish  has  its  own  edifying  practices.  In  one  the 
First  Communicants,  having  been  largely  prepared 
by  their  parents,  received  Holy  Communion  with 
them.  Two  "angels"  accompanied  the  child  into 
the  sanctuary,  followed  by  his  parents  and  god- 
parents, all  of  whom  received  Holy  Communion 
in  the  sanctuary  with  him.  In  another  the  First 
Communicants  renew  aloud  their  baptismal  prom- 
ises. In  still  another  they  are  urged  to  receive 
Holy  Communion  for  six  successive  Sundays  in- 
eluding  their  First  Communion  Sunday  in  honor 
of  St.  Aloysius — and  they  all  do  it ! 

One  of  the  highlights  this  year  was  a  new  terri- 
tory, so  hilly  and  sandy  that  when  the  little  ones 
were  asked,  "How  did  God  make  Adam?"  the 
quite  unconscious  reply  was,  "Out  of  sand."  So 
definitely  was  this  a  real  S.O.S.  field  that  the  Sis- 
ters were  loath  to  withdraw  at  the  end  of  the 
two  weeks  especially  as  they  were  invited  to  re- 
main and  teach  in  two  public  schools.  Only  one 
thing  stopped  them — no  Sisters  to  send.  Don't 
any  of  you  girls  think  you  should  do  something 
about  it? 

S.O.S.— Fargo 


"Leaders  are  people  Avho  will  face  the  music 
even  if  it  means  they  must  turn  their  backs  to  the 
crowd." 

Shells  we  find  on  the  beach ;  for  pearls  we  must 
dive. 


AVE  JSEED  FEWER  PRAYER-BOOliS  AND  MORE  PRAYER. 
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SELECTIONS  AND  REFLECTIONS 

By  Thomasina  Kwinas 

Ecce  Advenit  Dominator  Dominus 

When,  after  he  has  knocked  at  the  door  for  a 
long  time  a  soul  at  last  opens  it,  God  enters.  He 
takes  possession  of  that  heart;  there  He  estab- 
lishes His  Kingdom;  He  will  never  go  away 
again,  unless  He  is  wilfully  driven  away.  He  en- 
ters there  with  eagerness,  with  a  joy  which  noth- 
ing can  equal !  He  enters  there  with  all  the  trea- 
sures of  His  grace,  determined  to  communicate 
them  without  measure  to  that  soul,  if  she  is  as 
faithful  as  He  is  liberal.  He  pardons,  He  forgets 
all  the  past.  The  soul,  surprised  at  such  generous 
treatment,  almost  herself  forgets  that  she  has 
so  long  and  so  often  offended  Him ;  and  if  sihe 
does  remember  it,  it  is  as  a  memory  which  has  no 
bitterness  and  which  is  produced  by  love  and 
gratitude. 

*  *  * 

One  of  the  greatest  misfortunes  of  mankind  is 
that  only  those  out  of  office  knoAv  how  to  solve 
great  problems.  —  Ezra. 

*  *  * 

Usually  the  only  advantage  in  rushing  through 
your  work  is  that  it  gives  you  time  to  do  it  over 
again. 

*  *  * 

When  you  have  to  administer  a  bitter  pill,  re- 
member that  it  loses  not  one  whit  of  its  efficacy 
through  being  sugar-coated. 

«      *  • 

How  should  we  love  the  .sunny  days 
Had  we  not  known  the  rain? 
And  how  the  happy  hours  appraise 
If  OT.ir  hearts  knew  no  pain? 

*  *  * 

Because  you  have  occasional  spells  of  despon- 
dency, don't  despair.  The  sun  has  a  sinking  spell 
every  night,  but  it  rises  again  all  right  the  next 
morning. 

*  *  * 

If  all  Christians  were  to  practice  the  virtues 
they  profess  for  a  single  day,  it  would  be  hard 
to  find  an  infidel  the  day  after. 

«      «  * 

The  difference  between  a  conviction  and  a  pre- 
judice is  that  you  can  explain  a  conviction  with- 
out getting  angry. 

«      *  * 

The  soul  can  only  leave  her  love  of  creatures 
when  this  is  replaced  by  the  greater  love  of  the 
Creator.  Divine  Love  alone  can  enable  the  soul 
to  forsake  earthly  love  and  affections,  for  the 
love  of  the  lesser  can  only  be  overcome  by  the  love 
of  the  greater. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

OUR  NEIGHBOURS  THE  JAPANESE.  By  F.  D. 
David,  Field  Afar  Press,  121  East  39th  St. 
New  York.  Price  50  cents. 

"Our  Neighbours  the  Japanese"  is  the  title  of 
the  latest  booklet  of  the  '  'World  Horizon  Series". 
Published  by  the  Maryknoll  Fathers,  these  in- 
teresting booklets  have  as  object  the  broadening 
of  the  Catholic  horizon  by  the  awakening  of  our 
attention  to  the  Avorldwide  problem  of  the  mis- 
sions of  the  Church. 

Japan  is  very  much  in  the  public  mind  today. 
It's  future  is  of  the  highest  interest  to  the  Church. 
"This  nation  is  the  delight  of  my  soul  .  .  ."  These 
words  of  the  great  St.  Francis  Xavier,  written  in 
1551,  are  still  ringing  in  our  ears  and  fill  us  with 
confidence  in  the  future. 

The  author  of  this  booklet  gives  us  a  very  in- 
teresting summary  of  the  geographical,  social, 
artistic,  political  and  religious  background  of  Ja- 
pan .  .  .  the  land  of  the  rising  sun  .  .  .  and  of 
cherry  blossoms. 

The  chapter  "Suzuk  San's  Village"  is  like  an 
open  window  through  which  we  can  glance  at 
the  delightfully  simple  life  of  the  Japanese  pea- 
sant. This  makes  interesting  reading  for  one  who 
is  anxious  to  know  how  "other  people  live." 

The  "catching  up  of  Japan  with  Western  tech- 
nology; the  sudden  emergence  of  that  young  na- 
tion as  a  world  power ;  the  frightful  gamble  it  took 
to  realize  its  foolish  dream  of  the  conquest  of 
the  world ;"  all  this  is  of  gripping  interest  to  us 
who  have  seen  that  dream  vanish  away  and  now 
witness  that  proud  nation  occupied  by  Allied 
armies. 

But  to  the  Catholic  reader  the  last  chapter  — 
"Christianity  in  Japan"  carries  a  supreme  chal- 
lenge which  "involves  the  future  of  the  Church 
and  of  democracy  in  the  Far  East."  "The  foun- 
dation of  the  new  Japan  must  be  theological", 
said  General  MacArthur.  Let  us  hope  and  pray 
that  that  theology  will  be  that  of  the  true  Church. 
For,  as  St.  Francis  Xavier  wrote  to  St.  Ignatius 
in  1552:  "This  Japanese  people  is  the  only  one 
Avhich  seems  to  me  likely  to  maintain  unshaken 
the  Christian  Faith,  if  it  once  embrace  it." 


HE  THAT  HUMBLETH  HIMSELF 

A  postulant  who  had  just  been  initiated  into 
Ihe  Community  custom  of  reading  at  meals  and 
■was  finding  the  first  attempts  rather  nen-e-Avear- 
ing,  announced  to  her  astonished  listeners  that 
"He  who  humbleth  himself  shall  be  exhausted." 
Later,  two  novices  Avere  overheard  confiding  to 
each  other  tliat  they  tlioroughly  agreed  with  this 
new  rendering  of  the  well-known  quotation. 


LET  US  SEE  TO  IX  THAT  OUR  SPEECH  IS  ALWAYS  KIND  AND  NEVER  SEASONED  WITH  VTDfEGAR, 


